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THE BOSTON PEACE JUBILEE. 

A Few weeks ago we gave an illustration of the grand 
Coliseum in whica the Boston Peace Jubilee is held. The 
building, which was then only partially constructed, is now 
complete, and we give on page 389 a more perfect represent 
ation. Mr. P. 8S. Grtmorx, whose portrait we publish on 
this page, was the originator of this jubilee. He has shown 
wonderful tact and skill in the preparation of his programme, 
as well as in organizing and bringing thus far toward comple- 
tion the grandest musical enterprise the world has ever wit 
nessed. He has provided music which will meet with the ap- 
prébation of every taste—the popular as well as the classical. 

The building has been pronounced safe by competent en- 
gineers, and arrangements have been made in the event of a 
fire breaking out. 

The immense chorus is to consist of 10,000 voices, accom 
panied by an orchestra of 1000 instruments. 

This tremendous affair has weighed so heavily upon the 
brains of our clever artist, Mr. Busu, that he has only been 
able to find relief in a double-page cartoon, which we publish 
in this Number. The cartoon tells its own story, and we shall 
make no comments. 


DECORATION EXERCISES AT CYPRESS 
HILLS CEMETERY. 


Tue day appointed for the decoration of the graves of 
Union soldiers (May 30) was universally observed. We give 
on this page an illustration of the decoration at Cypress Hills 
Cemetery, Brooklyn, New York. The procession started 
from Union Square in this city about noon. The First Divi 
sion was headed by Major-General ALEXANDER SHALER and 
his staff, mounted, which comprised four companies of United 
States Marines, accompanied by their famous band, under the 
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affection. We bring with.us the standards un- 
der which many of them fell—and here, too, 
are many of their children, whom it is our duty 
to care for and to cherish, Soldiers are here, 
merchants, men of all walks in life, all united 
to-day in asserting their sympathy for the object 
which has called us together. Our Memorial- 
day is of special interest to us, whose comrades 
lie buried here. We mourn the loss of friends 
who have fought side by side with us, our tears 
bedew the flowers we lay upon their quiet graves, 
but our grief is mingled with the pride we feel 
when we think of the noble services of those who 
did not die in vain when struggling to aid in the 
salvation of our comitry. The magistrate who 
enforces the laws, who wields the sword of jus- 
tice to the end that the welfare of society may 
be preserved, is a benefactor; but the men who 
fill these graves are greater benefactors by far. 
They fought that the laws might be observed. 
They gave up home and life for country, and we 
enjoy to-day the fruits of their exertions, and may 
we ever hold them in grateful remembrance.” 
General Sickxs closed with an eloquent ap- 
peal in behalf of the soldiers’ orphans, claiming 
that there can be no more graceful or grateful 
service than to for these children of the 
whose fathers died that the Republic 
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calmly lie, 
Ciothed with faith and hope sublime. 


God of nations, bless the land 
Thou hast saved to make us free! 

Guide us with thy mighty hand, 
Till ali lands shall come to Tuzg! 
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THE CONDITION OF THE ENGLISH 
QUESTION. 
T is a pleasant duty to record a much better 
feeling in regard to the English difficulty. 
Indeed, it would be preposterous that a Repub- 
lican administration in this country, and an 
English ministry of which Joun Bricurt is a 
member, should come to loggerheads upon any 
question arising out of the war. Shall we add 
that it is fortunate also that Parliament has not 
taken up the subject, and that Congress is not 
in session? because in the warmth of debate it 
is very easy to say what it is not very easy to 
forget, and what wounds and rankles in a de- 
gree quite disproportioned to the real weight of 
the words, 

Mr. Morvey’s friendly little speeches in Liv- 
erpool, and the conciliatory comments upon 
them of the London journals; the speech of 
Mr. W. E. Forster, one of our most faithful 
friends during the rebellion; and the letter of 
Mr. Les. Stepney, also among our friends, to 
the Pall Mall Gazette, are the most important 
contributions to the debate in England as we 
write, with Sir Francis Bony Heap’s docu- 
ments showing that Governor Marcy of New 
York recognized the Canadian rebels as bellig- 
erents in 1837, and that he was virtually sup- 
ported by the National Government. 

Upon our side the publication of extracts 
from the diplomatic c4rrespondence showing 
that at the time of the proclamation of neutral- 
ity by the European powers the United States 
Government was satisfied and so expressed it- 
self; the speech of General Butter at the 
graves of the Union soldiers in Gloucester 
which inculeated undying hatred to England ; 
the articles in the newspapers which are of a 
softened tone ; and a reported conversation with 
Mr. Sumven in which the Senator is represented 
as saying that the fluttering in England is a 
sign of conscieus guilt, and that Joun Bricur 
has about done his work, are the noticeable 
events. 

We hope that Mr. Sumwen is misrepresented. 
The report places him in a very ungracious 
position toward Mr. Brieut, and apparently 
upon no other ground than a report by tele- 
graph of something Mr, Baiour is said to have 
said in an informal conversation at a Cabinet 
meeting. We have not supposed that the mem- 
bers of the British Cabinet were in the habit 
of reporting remarks of any kind that may be 
made within the official circle, and something 
more than a story by telegraph is necessary to 
change that belief. The *‘interviewer” also 
reports Senator Summmur as differing with the 
President upon the course which the United 
States should adopt, The Senator, he says, is 
in favor of opening negotiations upon the new 
basis of his speech, and would have instructed 
Mr, Mot.ey accordingly. The President pre- 
fers to leave the matter without positive direc- 
tions, and to follow the lead of circumstances, 

General Butter has also been “seen” by a 
reporter, and says that we have no case against 





England upon the grounds alleged by Senator 
Sumyer, but only upon the general ground of 
her desire to break down our government; that 
we had better do nothing but wait until a fitting 
opportunity, and then, as England was a robber, 
we can be an assassin by way of keeping the 
balance of morality. There is a tendency to 
this view in many other minds, and in some 
newspapers, and we consider it elsewhere, The 
General's speech at Gloucester was an exhorta- 
tion that the Union soldiers, although dead, will 
yet serve their country by keeping alive in the 
hearts of the people the remembrance of the 
injuries inflicted by England, A more unpar- 
donable insult to the character and memory of 
the Massachusetts boys, in professed honor of 
whom he spoke, is not conceivable. 

The speech of Mr. Wiri1am E. Forster is 
a reply to that of Senator Sumner’s, and pre- 
sents the English view with clearness and force. 
It is indeed the best speech by Mr. Forster 
that we have seen. He defends the issuing of 
the neutrality proclamation, and says that al- 
though the Government might have awaited the 
arrival of Mr. Anas, yet that many of the most 
ardent friends of the United States were anxious 
that neutrality should be proclaimed, and that 
he himself was among the number. Mr. For- 
STER questions the soundness of Senator Sum- 
ser’s claim in this case of a distinction between 
belligerency on land and sea, because the block- 
ade was an act of war, and of necessity implied 
maritime opportunities and rights, He denies 
that England flung her sword into the scale of 
Slavery. Certain classes in Engiand undoubt- 
edly did so; but the friends of America in En- 
gland, whom Mr, Forstex thinks that Mr. Sum- 
NER is inclined to forget, ‘‘kept the Govern- 
ment” straight, and prevented it from throwing 
its force for Slavery. Moreover, Mr. Sumer, 
as Mr. Forster thinks, when he charges half 
of the cost of the war to England, forgets that 
if England had accepted the invitation of France 
to recognize the Confederacy, the cost of the 
struggle to us—for he does not doubt that we 
should have won—would have been quintupled. 
To refuse to take such a step was certainly, he 
sdys, not to show unfriendliness, 

But Mr. Forster, and no other honorable 
Englishman, so far as we know, defends the 
Alabama escape. ‘‘ There was that great mis- 
take,” he says, “of the Alabama, for which we 
are willing to submit to arbitration, and to pay 
damages if the arbitrator—as I dare say he 
would—decides against us.” The tone of Mr. 
Forster's speech is most cordial throughout, 
and his conclusions are doubtless those of the 
Englishmen who are and always have been 
friendly. Indeed, we must all agree that the 
question of feeling is one that can not be set- 
tled by any other arbitration than that of war. 
The American mind is probably decided upon 
that subject. But the actual conduct of the 
British Government under the laws of nations 
is a question for investigation, and with it the 
damages for which it may be liable. An ex- 
pression of regret for the escape of the Alabama 
would, under the circumstances, probably be 
proffered, and the damages willingly paid. But 
we see still less reason than ever for changing 
our opinion that a general apology and moral 
damages would not be made or offered by the 
United States were the case reversed. 


COURTESY AND CONFUSION. 

Tue country has hardly sufficiently consid- 
ered the responsibility of the Senate for the 
complication arising from the unfortunate per- 
formances of Mr. Reverpy Jouyson in En- 
gland. As we remarked last week, the Senate 
is known to foreign governments as the treaty- 
making power; and it is of course assumed that 
a Minister who, with the view of a certain ne- 
gotiation, is unanimously appointed by the Sen- 
ate, represents its views upon that negotiation. 
Indeed any other assumption would be ridicu- 
lous. When, therefore, Mr. Jounson arrived 
in England, and it was known that he was not 
only unanimously confirmed by the Senate but 
that he was himself a Senator at the time of his 
appointment, there could be but one opinion, 
and that was that he was peculiarly the repre- 
sentative of the Senate's opinion. The British 
Government was under a misapprehension for 
which the Senate was responsible. 

Indeed, so strongly did we feel at the time 
that Mr. Jonnson was not a representative of 
the opinion and spirit of the country with 
which England had to deal that we said so 
with some emphasis, and were censured for 
doing so. But we did not directly censure, as 
we should have done, the action of the Senate 
in confirming him. There was no doubt of 
Mr. Jounson’s general ability, as it is called, 
nor could there be any doubt that he was not in 
sympathy with thesSenate in its political views ; 
but because he was a Senator, and because there 
is some kind of courtesy, as it is called, which 
compels the Senate to confirm the nomination 
of one of its own members, there was no pro- 
test; it was considered fortunate that Presi- 
dent Jouxson had made such a nomination, 
and Mr. Reverpy Jouxson was confirmed. 
Yet if he had been a candidate for the Presi- 
dency, and it had been known that as Presi- 
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dent he would direct the Alabama negotin- | 
tions, not one Republican Senator would have | ble. We can wait till some fitting opportunity 


voted for him. By confirming him as Minister 
to England, the Senators placed him and them- 
selves and their country and England in a false 
position, and are really responsible for a great 
deal of the present situation. 

If the Senate had refused to fill the English 
mission until it was really satisfied with the 
nomination, it would have done its duty. It 
did not hesitate to reject General M‘CLELLAN ; 
but it likewise did not hesitate to confirm one 
of General M‘CLELLAN’s most strenuous sup- 
porters, and the one whom, had he been elect- 
ed President, General M*CLeLLan would prob- 
ably have made Secretary of State. This was 
done, as we say, as an act of courtesy. But 
is it not now tolerably evident that such a rea- 
son should no longer be allowed to complicate 
public affairs, and even, possibly, to imperil the 
peaceful relations of the country? If President 
Jounson had nominated Senator SauLsBuRY 
as Minister to England or to any other coun- 
try, or to any office of responsibility, would 
the Senate have felt compelled by courtesy to 
confirm the nomination? But if the reasons 
which would probably have prevailed in his 
case were sufficient to secure his rejection, cer- 
tainly those of another kind, which existed in 
the case of Mr. Reverpy Jonmnson, were equal- 
ly sufficient. We trust that this kind of court- 
esy will not hereafter procure important con- 
firmations. 





THE REPUBLIC OF CUBA. 


THe recent news from Cuba is favorable to 
the revolution, although it is mainly of prepara- 
tion and intention rather than of performance. 
General Cesrepes has sent to the Minister of 
the Republic of Cuba in the United States, Mr. 
Lemus, a statement that fourteen representa- 
tives, elected in the insurrectionary districts by 
universal suffrage, met as a Congress in Gui- 
maro on the 10th of May. This Congress 
adopted a Constitution based upon the recogni- 
tion of the equal rights of all men. It divides 
the three powers—legislative, executive, and 
judicial—into independent departments, and the 
island into four States, each to be equally repre- 
sented in a House of Representatives, in which 
resides the legislative power, and which is elect- 
ed by all citizens over twenty years of age. The 
executive power is lodged in a President elected 
by the House of Representatives and responsi- 
ble to it. The House also elects a General-in- 
Chief. The President names four Secretaries 
of Departments with the approval of the House. 
There will be provision for the Judiciary De- 
partment by-and-by ; and meanwhile the right 
of petition, freedom of worship, liberty of speech 
and of the press, are declared inalienable rights. 

On the 11th of May the Corgress met again, 
and unanimously elected Cespepes President 
of the Republic and General Quesapa Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the forces, The Secretaries 
were nominated and approved and entered upon 
their duties. A national flag, the same that 
was unfurled by AcuERO, was also adopted. 
This frame of government the revolutionary 
leaders had already declared to be temporary 
and provisional only, as they have declared for 
annexation to the United States. There are 
no facts given in regard to the election of the 
fourteen members, but they are undoubtedly ac- 
cepted as representatives by the revolutionists, 
who are probably the great body of the native 
Cubans. Meanwhile friendly expeditions have 
landed upon the island with men and arms. 
General Duice is going home to Spain, and 
General CaBaLtexo pe Ropas is coming in his 
place. This appointment is a mistake upon the 
part of the Provisional Government of Spain, 
for pe Ropas is known chiefly by his bloody 
suppression of a Republican movement in Mal- 
aga and other cities last year. 

There is, however, the old want of accurate 
information from Cuba. Rumors of engage- 
ments, of captures, etc., resound in the cor- 
respondence, but as yet there are no authentic 
accounts, Delay is favorable to the revolution. 
Spain certainly can not spare more troops, and 
those on the island are apparently unable to sub- 
due the spirit and endurance of the Cubans. 
The civil government is also as yet very shad- 
owy ; but the undeniable fact is that the revo- 
lution began last October, and is, so far as can 
be seen, as vigorous as ever. 





LEX TALIONIS. 


PROBABLY no intelligent man doubts that 
England will pay for the losses by the Alabama, 
and pay by her own consent. But during the 
discussion, and indeed ever since that ship, 
which we must insist was by her practices at 
sea a mere pirate, sailed gavly away from Liv- 
erpool, it has been said and reiterated with a 
grim smile: “ We are in no hurry: when En- 
gland goes to war again or falls into trouble, 
we can then see how she likes her own pills.” 
This feeling was recently expressed by General 
ButLer, as we have elsewhere mentioned, in 
an ‘‘interview” which has been duly reported. 


| The General, according to the report, said: 
| **Now as to the remedy. 


We need not go to 
war. We can afford to wait. England took 
her chance to cripple us when we were in trou- 








enables us to repay her in kind. We can eas- 
ly find means, whenever she gets into a war, to 
sweep her commerce from the ocean, and sub- 
stitute our own in its place. We can afford to 
wait,” 

Certainly we can afford to wait, but we can’t 
afford to be rascals. We can afford to pay the 
Alabama claims out of our own pockets, but we 
can't afford to steal. We can afford to do any 
thing honorable and just, but we can't afford to 
do what we have denounced as villainy and im- 
morality. For eight years we have steadily 
declared that the conduct of England was in- 
defensible ; that it was both an offense against 
humanity and against international law; that 
it was the end of harmony among nations; and 
that if other countries should follow so base an 
example every war that began would involve 
the whole world in hostilities. We have, more- 
over, with just pride pointed to our own prec- 
edents. We have declared that the record of 
our international obligation was without a spot; 
and when we surrendered the rebel emissaries 
captured upon the Trent we did so in express 
obedience to our own precedents, and not to 
the demand of Great Britain. And now be- 
cause, as is alleged, England has behaved like 
a barbarian, we will throw our civilization, our 
history, our honor to the winds, and servilely 
imitate an example that we despise! 

A savage tribe whose chiefs have been scalped 
and disemboweled may execute vengeance upon 
an enemy in kind; but how are we ever to 
emerge from the savage state if we do not even 
try to be civilized? Count Vatmasepa, the 
Spanish General in Cuba, issues a proclamation 
denouncing fire and slaughter against the ene- 
my as infamous as Beaurecarp’'s “ Booty and 
Beauty” orcer during the rebellion. Every 
honest man feels that if the Spaniards resort to 
such a policy they deserve defeat, whatever their 
plea. But when it turns out that Cespepxs has 
done the same thing, whether in retaliation or 
not, the revolution instantly loses the immense 
aid of the indignation and sympathy which 
VALMASEDA had aroused. Retaliation is the 
warfare of savages, but not of civilized nations. 
The best public opinion would not sanction the 
scalping and burning of Indians because they 
might have scalped and burned our soldiers 
whom they had captured; nor ought we to eat 
the prisoners whom we might make among a 
cannibal enemy because the cannibals would 
eat us. 

It was our pride, when Canada calmly saw 
the rebel raids from its territory against peace- 
ful Vermont villages, instantly to send a mili- 
tary force to prevent the Fenian raids from the 
United States. And if there is to be any pro- 
gressive civilization, if the ravages of war are 
to be diminished and the peace of the world to 
be promoted, it is to be done by insisting upon 
the highest, and not by yielding to what we 
condemn as the lowest rule of international 
conduct. International law, as it is improperly 
called, is, indeed, substantially the law of might. 
A strong maritime nation does what it will, 
makes a precedent and calls it law. But the 
true fraternity of nations can be promoted only 
by that appeal to the common conscience and 
good sense which lies in clinging fast to the 
justice and honor which that conscience recog- 
nizes. It would certainly be rather mortifying 
if we should ourselves hasten to deserve all the 
reproaches that we have heaped upon England 
during the eight years just past. 
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NATIONAL FINANCES. 


Ir is contended in support of Mr. Bovut- 
WELL's policy of purchasing the Five-Twenties 
rather than the Three per cent. certificates that 
the Act of February 25, 1862, authorizing a 
Sinking Fund, and the Act of January 25, 1868, 
forbidding any curtailment of the currency, are 
in their joint effect imperative in requiring that 
the duty shall not only be performed, but in that 
manner. 

There is undoubtedly much force in this 
ground. The purchase or payment ‘‘of one 
per centum of the entire debt” was to be made 
‘**in each fiscal year after the first of July, 
1862 ;” but yet the late Secretary of the Treas- 
ury failed to obtain and set apart any portion 
of the debt as a Sinking Fund, and Congress 
made no complaint of the omission. 

The Act above referred to of January 25, 
1868, which prevents any “‘reduction of the 
currency by retiring or canceling United States 
notes,” does not by its terms apply to the Three 
per cent. certificates, as they are not strictly 
notes; and hence, if a rigid interpretation were 
followed, those certificates might be obtained 
and set apart for the purposes of the fund. 

Mr. M‘Cutvocn had other reasons for omit- 
ting all compliance with the Act than the ex- 
istence of the law to prevent curtailment, for 
he would neither set apart the Three per cent. 
certificates nor the Five-Twenties. What rea- 
son governed him? There is some ground for 
the pretense that the Sinking Fund Act vests 
some discretion in the Secretary of the Treas- 
ury as to whether or not one per centum of the 
debt shall be obtained and applied in that 
manner; but the words, “as the Secretary of 
the Treasury shall from time to time direct,” 
contained in the second subdivision of the 5th 
section, apply only to the investment of the in- 
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terest earned by the fund as to which discretion 
may be used. No discretion on the other point 
is allowed. 

That Mr. M‘Cutxocn had a surplus of gold, 
and that it was sold for the purpose of obtain- 
ing currency to pay the ordinary expenses of 
the Government, is well known. The necessity 
for this was unquestionably due to the failure 
to take the necessary means for collecting the 
Internal Revenue, and particularly from whisky 
—an omission which was allowed to gratify the 
personal ambition of the late President, whose 
adherents consisted principally of the Whisky 
Ring, and of those who derived profit from the 
irregular action of the Government. The ca- 
lamity to the United States of being obliged to 
pass through nearly four years of maladminis- 
tration is now over; but althongh the influence 
of it will be felt through years, the Government 
is still able to perform its guarantees to its 
creditors. 

On looking at the terms of the numerous acts 
passed during the war it will appear that our re- 
sources obtained from duties were to be applied 
to the interest of the debt, and the residue to 
the creation of the Sinking Fund; and that 
those resources which are derived from In- 
ternal Revenues were to be applied to the or- 
dinary expenses of the Government, and to the 
purchase of gold if required for the payment of 
interest. The creditors of the United States, 
holding the debt created under the act of Feb- 
ruary 25, 1862, and subsequently, have an un- 
doubted right to call for the application to the 
Sinking Fund of such proportion of the Cus- 
toms receipts as the Act of February, 1862, 
specifies. The public faith is pledged to this, 
as the creation of the fund constituted one of 
the inducements for taking the bonds. 

The first matter to be determined in con- 
sidering the question is, whether any surplus 
of gold over and above what will be required to 
pay the interest for the fiscal year actually ex- 
ists. Mr. Bourwext has been in office only 
three months, during which time no consider- 
able part of the present accumulation of gold 
could have arisen. If the revenue from im- 
ports continues on the scale of present receipts, 
it may fairly be assumed that at least the one per 
cent. of the debt (say $26,000,000) which the 
Act authorizes to be set apart in each year may 
safely be done, but a diminution of these re- 
ceipts is not improbable—a fact which should be 
carefully weighed. 

In constituting the fund, the question wheth- 
er to use the Five-Twenties or the Three per 
cent. certificates is not free from difficulty. If 
the Three per cent. certificates are used it would 
amount in effect to contraction, as they consti- 
tute part of the reserve of banks, and they would 
need to be replaced with legal tenders; which 
contraction Mr. Bourwe. supposes would vio- 
late the spirit of the Act of January 25, 1868, 
which suspends the operation of the law to au- 
thorize contraction. If, on the other hand, the 
Three per cent, certificates are not used in the 
Sinking Fund, the Government might exhaust 
allits surplus means in constituting the fund, and 
be exposed to a demand for the payment of the 
Three per cent. certificates at a time when the 
Treasury was weak. ‘The amount of those cer- 
tificates outstanding on the Ist of May last was 
$53,240,000, upon which there was then ac- 
crued interest amounting to $931,700. The 
principal had been reduced $165,000 up to the 
Ist of June, 

During the pinch last year caused by locking 
up legal tenders about $12,000,000 of such cir- 
tificates were supposed to have been presented 
to meet the pressing necessities of National 
banks. The happening of a similar contingency 
under a tight money market is not improbable. 
If the Treasury were weak those certificates 
which are payable on demand would be pre- 
sented without doubt. The strength of the 
Treasury now is an inducement for allowing 
them to remain where they are. 

It has been suggested that Mr. Bourweiut 
intends not only to apply the one per cent. of 
the whole debt to the Sinking Fund, but also 
what Mr. M‘Cu.tocn omitted. This is scarcely 
possible, as six fiscal years have aleeady elapsed 
since the first of July, 1862, and the amount 
would be larger than could be spared, especially 
as the Three per cent. certi . ates might be de- 
manded. 

There is still another embarrassment in form- 
ing the Sinking Fund out of the Three per cent. 
certificates. They are payable on demand; and 
although it is competent for the Secretary of 
the Treasury to stop the running of interest un- 
der the 4th section of the Act of February 25, 
1862, which section governed in creating the 
certificates, it would be difficult tc fand them, 
and it might not suit the interests of the hold- 
ers to expose their customers to the serious 
contraction which their withdrawal would occa- 
sion. By stopping the interest some portion of 
them would doubtless be presented, not enough 
to produce severe contraction, but yet possibly 
enough to save himself from the dilemma which 
might be caused by the presentation of too large 
an amount after the Treasury had been severe- 
ly depleted by purchasing the Five-Twenties. 

We present these matters from no feeling of 
hostility to the management of the Department, 
nor with a view to propound any theory. Mr. 
Bovurweti undoubtedly feels confidence 








ability to keep up the Sinking Fund to what was 
intended in 1862, from the determination evinced 
by General Grant and his Cabinet not only to 
collect the whole revenues with promptitude 
and vigor, but also to apply them with all pos- 
sible economy and integrity. In this contrast 
to the policy of President Jounson is com- 
prised nearly all that is required for success ; 
but, as it would appear that we are about to en- 
ter upon a career in our finances more difficult 
than the one through which we have passed, it 
will need to be considered whether efficiency in 
collections will enable the Government to meet 
all the contingencies of the new situation. 

The question whether it is politic to create a 
Sinking Fund does not now arise, as the Act of 
February 25, 1862, remains unrepealed and un- 
altered. There is great force in what General 
Grant said in his inaugural, that if an act of 
Congress is impolitic it should nevertheless be 
rigidly enforced, for then the proper remedy 
would be applied. Mr. Bourwe.t finds the 
act on the statute book in full force, and no 
complaint can be made of compliance with its 
provisions. But whether to construct the Sink- 
ing Fund wholly of Five-Twenties, and to re- 
main exposed to a sudden demand ot the Three 
per cent. certificates at a time when the _noney 
market is tightened up by the periodical trans- 
fer of currency to move the crops, and by the 
simultaneons action of speculators, must be de- 
cided as exigencies arise. 


PARTY “CAPITAL.” 

We have said elsewhere, in speaking of the 
English question, that it is perhaps fortunate 
that Congress is not in session. If it were 
there would be resolutions introduced more 
rhetorical than wise, and every honorable gen- 
tleman who could express a warm hostility to 
England would doubtless do so without regard 
to adjectives. Public opinion would be ex- 
cited, and emphatic resolutions, introduced and 
passed by the Republican majority, would be 
regarded as a kind of party platform upon 
which every faithful member would be required 
to stand. 

Indeed the obvious difficulty with any such 
question is, that, while it demands cool and care- 
ful treatment, it is likely to be caught up by 
party necessity and made a partisan cry. If, 
for instance, there were those who thought it 
necessary to do something to restore the pres- 
tige of an administration of their own party, and 
who saw an unsettled foreign question upon 
which a very strong public feeling existed, no- 
thing is more probable than that they would in- 
stantly make it a mere party matter: that is, 
they would take a positive position, not for the 
purpose of procuring a just settlement of the 
question, but for the sake of uniting the party. 
This is what every sensible man must feel to be 
the real peril of the English complication. 
“ Fifty-four forty or fight!” was the cry against 
England in the time of Poitx. But to raise 
such a ery justly there was necessary a knowl- 
edge of the facts which could not be generally 
assumed. 

We observe a report that certain Pennsyl- 
vania politicians propose to ‘‘ make capital” out 
of the Alabama question, and to impose it as 
one of the “leading issues” upon the country at 
the next election. ‘*Those,” says the report, 
‘“‘who are directing the movement feel posi- 
tive that it will prove successful in materially 
strengthening the Republican party, and pro- 
duce a good moral effect.” It is further stated 
that Mr. Curtin, the new Minister to Russia, 
Mr. Forney, of the Washington Chronicle, and 
Senator SumMNeR are interested in the move- 
ment. An effort is also to be made to persuade 
the Pennsylvania Republican Convention to 
**take high ground” upon the subject. 

In this country the people are the govern- 
ment, and the policy of the administration will 
naturally reflect the will of the people. But 
the people are morally bound not to insist upon 
any policy which they have not carefully con- 
sidered, and the fundamental facts of which 
they do not fully understand. Those who in 
the press or from the platform, or in other ways, 
help to influence public opinion, are equally 
bound to the candid consideration of every sub- 
ject. Now, to treat the Cuban question, or 
the English question, or any foreign question 
whatever, merely as a means of whipping in the 
party, without regard to the real merits of the 
dispute or to the honor of the country, is a pro- 
ceeding which no honest man and good citizen 
can approve. Our party friends will remember 
that there was a very strong pressure privately 
brought to bear upon the Chicago Convention 
to pass resolutions virtually excommunicating 
the Republican Senators who voted against the 
conviction of ANprew Jonnson—a judgment 
in which we did not agree with them. If the 
effort had been successful, and the party had 
gone into the late election with such a plank in 
the platform, would the position of the party 
have been higher or the chances of its success 
greater ? 

If the attempt shall be made in the Pennsyl- 
vania Republican Convention, or in any other, 
to commit the party to any Fifty-four-forty-or- 
fight doctrine, we hope that those who propose 


| it will be compelled to show how much they 
in his | know of the subject. 


The mere passage of a 
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stringent resolution without debate may help to | 
perplex the situation, but it can not have any 
moral weight. Vehement expressions of hos- 
tility to any foreign country with which there 
is some difficulty, or toward which for any rea- 
son the public feeling is not kindly, are always 
received with acclamation, But it is not so 
that a great nation treats itself or other nations 
justly. The maxim, “Our country, may she 
be always right, but right or wrong our coun- 
try,” is interpreted by another, ‘* My purse, may 
it be honestly full, but a full purse any how.” 
And when, as now, the best friends of this coun- 
try in England so cordially agree upon the in- 
defensibility of the escape of the Alabama, what 
we most need is not party heat, but patriotic 
wisdom. 


=_ 





SPAIN. 


Tue Spanish Cortes has adopted a liberal 
monarchical constitution, and the Republican 
members have apparently decided not to seced: 
nor protest. This »esult has probably been an 
ticipated, and wil! therefore occasion no sur- 
prise. But the immediately interesting point 
to us in the Spanish situation is its treatment 
of Cuba. Signor Escatar deserted the Ameri- 
can principle so boldly that it was to be hoped 
the Cortes would agree to try its operation in 
America, That every people shall govern it- 
self without foreign interference is the Ameri- 
can principle; and when a foreign country, 
however intimately and traditionally related to 
Spain, plainly wishes to govern itself, the op- 
portunity of permitting it to do what Spain is 
herself doing, would seem too remarkable not 
to be eagerly embraced if the Cortes were 
really persuaded of the expediency of the 
principle. ‘That the offer has not been made 
shows that the Spanish revolution is like many 
others. Those who took part in it passionately 
desire their own liberty. Burke says that 
slaveholders are peculiarly sensitive and brave 
in defense of their own independence. 

The Provisional Government of Spain plain- 
ly intends to retain Cuba if it can. But in 
sending a new Governor-General with the rep- 
utation of CABALLEROS DE Ropas it does what 
IsapeLLta might have done. It seems a mere 
continuation of the Bournon policy. Its tend- 
ency can only be to make the new régime in 
Spain as hateful as the old. Meanwhile the 
counter-revolution in Havana, the forced res- 
ignation of Duce, and the indisputable ascend- 
ency of the Volunteers, is of the worst promise. 
With a Governor of the reputed character of 
De Ropas, with a General in the field like Vat- 
MASEDA, and with a military force like the Vol- 
unteers, a conflict of the most sanguinary kind 
seems to be impending, 

The conduct of the Spanish Government at 
home is meanwhile rapidly destroying all sym- 
pathy that might justly be felt for it. At the 
moment of writing there is practically no civil 
government in Cuba, The Republic, of which 
we speak elsewhere, is of course only an army 
in the field; the Spanish authority is merely 
that of the mob in the streets. Without more 
troops from Spain the mob, or the Volunteers, 
can not maintain themselves, and Spain has no 
more troops to send, When the new Governor 
arrives he must be either the master or the 
slave of the Volunteers; and he will find more 
contests than those with the Cubans. Spain 
seems to be unequal to the emergency. 





THE DEAD SOLDIERS. 


GeyeraLt Locax, as Commander-in-Chief 
of the Grand Army of the Republic, has issued 
an order explaining why the graves of the rebel 
soldiers are not decorated with those of the 
Union soldiers. He says that it is from no 
vindictive emotion, but from the wish to distin- 
guish the feeling with which the nation regards 
freedom and slavery, Republican principles and 
those of a slave-holding oligarchy. Chief Jus- 
tice Cuase has also written a letter in reply to 
an invitation to assist at the ceremony of dec- 
oration in Charleston, He asks, ‘‘ May we not 
indulge the hope that ere long we who adhered 
to the national cause will be prompt also to join 
in commemorating the heroism of our country- 
men who fell on the other side?” It is a pity 
that the career of the Chief Justice suggests 
the suspicion that his letters are always written 
with one eye upon the White House. Certain- 
ly this letter has the distinction of suggesting a 
course which would put an end to the festival 
of decoration by making it worse than mean- 
ingless. 

General Locay’s order states the case truly. 
The graves of the Union soldiers are decorated, 
not because they are dead and were brave, but 
because they gave their lives and their heroism 
to the noblest cause. CAaLnoun was undoubt- 
edly honest in his convictions. Is he therefore 
to be equally honored with Amrauam Lixcotn? 
That the rebel soldiers were sincere and fought 
bravely has never been questioned ; but they 
spent their lives and their valor for the most 





inhuman and detestable cause in history. Mr. 
Cuase entirely misconceives the case. It is not 
heroism that is honored in the decorations of 
the graves, it is humanity and justice. If he 
will go to Lexington and Concord and Bunker 
Hill he will find monuments to brave men who 
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fell in the earliest battles of the Revolution, 
Does he think that they are commemorated for 
their bravery? No; it is for defending their 
country against unjust aggression, The tall 
gray shaft on Bunker Hill does not chiefly say, 
“ These were brave men ;" it says, “ This was a 
great cause,” 

Undoubtedly General Gace was as sure of 
his cause as Purwam or Poescorr or WARREN. 
Does the Chief Justice think his name should 
be carved upon the menament? Major Pit 
CAIRN at Lexington was as brave and sincere as 
the farmers upon whom he fired; shall he too 
be honored by a grateful America? Or is it a 
greater offense for an Englishman to assert the 
authority of the Crown in an English colony than 
for an American citizen to att: mpt to overthrow 
the Government and rend his country in order 
to perpetuate human slavery? There may be 
a question of the wisdom of the festival which 
the Grand Army has established, but there can 
be none that General Locay’s view of it is cor 
rect, It is intended, by refreshing the sweet 
memory of the brave bows who died for liberty 
and justice, our brothers whom slavery slew, to 
renew the national fidelity to the eternal prin- 
ciples of liberty upon which alone human society 
can be firmly founded. it be doubted 
whether the method is wisely chosen. There 
can be no doubt that the object is as lofty as 
any that the American heart can cnerish. 


may 





NATIONAL TEACHERS’ ASSOCIA- 
TION. 
We learn that the next Annual Meeting 
the National Teacher's Association is to be held 


at Trenton, New Jersev, on the i 7th, 18th, 1 ith, 
and 20th days of August. Such arrangements 
have been made that a warm and hospitable wel- 
come can be extended to all who attend the Con 
vention. Papers have been prepared upon im 
portant educational topics by the most promi- 
nent delegates of the Convention. 


DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE, 

Tue Kansas Pacific Railway wae attacked by In- 
dians at Foss!) Creek Station May 24. Two men were 
killed and four wounded. The railroad track was 
torn up and thrown a considerable distance from the 
grading. 

Ole Bull has accepted the invitation of the Execu- 
tive Committee of the Boeton Peace Jubilee to take 
part in the great musical feetival. A dispatch says 
that he has tried his violin in the “ Colleeum,” and 
pronounces its acoustic qualities excellent. He te to 
play his own arrangement of “ Auld Lang Syne,” ac- 
companied by the orchestra of one thousand pieces. 

A statement prepared at the Treseury Department 
reveals the fact that since the year 18¢1 there hae been 
= into the Treasury “ Conscience Fund” $80,225 90, 

‘he amount paid in each year is rapidly growing 
larger. In 1861 only $206 were paid in, while during 
the five monthe of this year over $15,000 have been 
received. 

The diminution of the public debt during the month 
of May was $13,354,777. The diminution since March 
1 has heen over twenty millions. 

Mr. Corcoran, the wealthy banker of Washington, 
who recently donated his Art Depository to that city, 
has just made another bequest—a home for the indi 
gent widows of Washington—which is to be called 
after his wife. Provision is made for sixty widows of 
officers, clerks, and other worthy public servants 
dying poor: the institution to be under the directiorz 
of five Washington tadies. The buildings and grounds 
cost over $200,000, 

It is reported that ex-Secretary Seward, accompa 
nied by his wife and his eon, F. W. Seward, has started 
upon a summer trip to his Sitka estate, via San Fran- 
ciaco. 

General C. C. Andrews, of Minnesota, who was ap 
pointed and confirmed Minieter to Denmark, has been 
transferred to Sweden, rice J. J. Bartlett, recalled 

Mr. Sanford, appointed Minister to Belgium, hae 
resigned, and J. Pinee!l Jones, of Tilincls, 
nominated to fill the vacancy. 

The recent massacre by the Indians in Kaneas v 
a horrible affair. {[t is reported that after the maesa- 
cre “the tongues and hearts were cut out of the dead 
bodies: the calves of their legs were elit down and 
tied under their shoes; peeeee of fleeh were cut from 
their backs; pieces of telegraph-wire stuck into them, 
and the ears cut off and beads ecalped.” Further, that 
the fiends “ boiled the hearts of their victims for med- 
icine.” 
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FOREIGN NEWS. 

Now that the Suez Cz nearly com 
pleted, Ismail Pacha, the Viceroy of Egypt, ls anxious 
to secure the pledge of European governments to the 
neutrality of that enterprise. Hie is sald to have start 
ed upon a European tenr for that purpose 

The Protestant Congress aseembied ai Worms, May 
81, was attended by %,000 persons, including repre 
sentatives from all the German States. The « 
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mygress, 
by a unanimous vote, resolved againet the Papal ex 
hortation to return to the Roman Charch, and con 
demned the encyclical letter and syllabus 

metity 


The Spanish Cortes has paseed the new ( 
tion, onl the Kepublicans have announced their inter 
tion to support it. The new Constitation was 
mulgated dune 5 at Madrid, At about two o'ek ck h 
the afternoon the members of the Execative Coun: |! 
and the Deputies to the Cortes proceeded from th« 
Chambers to a platform wh ted in front « ( 
the halle of Congress. There the Secretary of th 
Cortes read the It was received w 
loud cheers by an immense coucourse of people gat! 
ered in front of the platform, 

Direct taxes in the Spanis#h colonies have been re 
duced one-half, and a «mal! export daty on sagar, 
rum, and tobacco has been Imposed 

Captain -General Dulce aeaied from Havana for 
Spain on the Sth, accompanied by forty officials and 
the Bishop of Cuba. The Volunteers appear to have 
taken the Government tnte their own hands. They 
have removed the Governors of Cardenas aud Colon 
and propose to ¢ stablieh a Triamvirate, consisting « ‘ 
yomipent Spaniard*, to govern the island tll the 

lome Government {s rettied, The Governor and 
Chief Justice of Havana have resigned. 

We give on page 855 en lleetration of the landing 
of an expedition in the Bay of Nipe, on the Cuben 
recent sem{-cficial from Havana reports 
that the “ filibucsters” have come to grief, They were, 
it is enid, surprised and ciepersed by one of the Span- 
ish military columns. Three or four of the invaders, 
as foreigners, the only prisoners taken 
were euamarily ehot. It te added that the cargy of 
the vesee! in which the Alibneters landed fell into the 
hands of the Spaniards. It consisted of twelve pieces 
of artillery, 156,000 cartridges, with other ammunition 
and a large pumber of barreis of hard bread and pots 
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WESLEYAN FEMALE 
COLLEGE. 

Tue Wesleyan Female 
Cellege of Cincinnati was 
founded in 1842. Its or- 
igin was humble and un- 
pretending But it did 
good, honest work; and 
in a very few years came 
to be regarded as one of 
the best educational in- 
stitutions in the city. 
And from that time for- 
ward, through a period 
of over twenty years, it 
held a position and wield 

} 


a 
i an influence rare! 2 
ec an influence rareiy at- 





} Vv any instituhon, 
owever munificently et 

owed. Its halls were 
filled to overflowing 
nea four thousand dif 
ferent individuals having 


} ; 





been enrolled as students 
down to 186 its 5 
ronage wes drawn fron 
A arts the land, not 
eve excepting Ort i 
and California. Th ti 
ber i gra ates bea rt 
the diploma of th: 
uhhon is taree ed 
and sixty 

The introduction of 
cheap sch ylarships led t 
institution to the brink 
of financial ruin ra 


little time h ype as to there 
being any future for the 


itution seemed to have 





insti 
aitogether « xpire } And 
we have no hesitation in 


saying that but for the 
noble generosity of three 
Christian churches (Wes- 


ley Chapel as principal, 

and Morris and Trinity as partners in interest) the 

Weslevan Female Col » would have been ruined. 
Under the inspiration of this munificent dona 

tion, comprising the lot on which this building 

has been erected, and the adjacent lots now cov- 






ered with elegant and costly dwellings, a new 
toard of Trustees wes organized. They took 
time, proceeded cautiously, surveyed every step 
as they advanced. ‘The public were disposed to 
complain of their tardiness; but they had fully 
dete mined that they» would build on a solid 
foundation, even if it took them a generation to 
do « They issued no scholarships, incurred 


no claim for stock, but asked from each and all 
the benefactors of the institution a free-will offer- 
iven in the name of the Lord, for the Chris- 
tian education of woman. 

‘The result is before the public in this grand 
building, dedicated and set apart for the pur 
poses of its erection. The valuation of the entire 
grounds and building, completely furnished, is 
$200,000 
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Che College opeved for its new career Sep- 
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LANDING OF MEN AND WAR MATERIAL FOR THE CUBANS FROM THE 
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OBV ERSE. REVERSE. 


MEDAL PRESENTED TO DR. L 1. HAYES BY THE GEOGRAPHICAL 


SOCIETY OF PARIS. 


STEAMER “PERRIT” IN THE BAY 
{See Pace 389.) 








Lucius H. Buener, 
A.M., known as an edu- 
cator of years’ standing. 
The different professorial 
chairs are ably filled by 
gentlemen and ladies of 
experience and recog- 
nized ability. The regis- 
ter will show an attend- 
ance of some two hun- 
dred and fifty the current 
year. The instruction of 
the College aims to give 
a high and solid culture to 
young women, as an ex- 
amination of the courses 
will indicate. 


THE HAYES MEDAL. 

WE give herewith an 
engraving of the gold 
medal recently awarded 
to Dr. L. lL. Haves by the 
Geographical Society of 
Paris, which is the sixth 
compliment our country- 
man has received from 
foreign governments and 
societies for his Arctic 
explorations and services 
—the former ones being 
the British ‘‘ Arctic Med 
al ;” a special medal from 
the British Government 
to the members of the 
Kane Expedition for their 
‘*generous services” in 
the search for Sir Joumn 
FRANKLIN ; the Patron’s 
Medal of the Koyal Geo- 
graphical Society of Lon- 
don for 1867; honorary 
membership of the Royal 
Geographical Society of 
Berlin ; and the decoration of Officer of the Or- 
der of Guadalupe from the late chivalric though 
unfortunate Emperor Maxrr1iian of Mexico. 

The ceremony of the presentation of the French 
medal appears to have been attended with all that 
delicacy for which the French are so eminently 
distinguished. It took place in a full meeting 
of the society April 30, to which the American 
Minister, General Drx, was specially invited, with 
the assurance of the members that it would be 
very agreeable to them if he would receive the 
medal in behalf of Dr. Haves. 

The reply of General Drx on this occasion, 
made in French, which the General speaks with 
the ease of a native, was peculiarly happy, and 
was received with great cordiality. 

The following is a translation of it: 





** M. le President,—TI have listened with the greatest 
interest to the account given by your secretary of the 
discoveries made by Dr. Hayes in the Arctic regions, 
and it will afford me much pleasure to place in the 
hands of my distinguished countryman the medal 
which your society has been pleased to award him 
The solution of the problem of the existence in the 
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Polar regions of an open sea, which can be reached 
by uavigation—a problem which Dr. Haves endeay- 
ored to solve, and in which he made such remarkable 
Pp’ is reserved for other enterprising and sci- 
entific individuals; and it is to be hoped that the 
French expedition now fitting out under the direc- 
tion of M. Lampert, will lead to still more satisfac- 
tory results. It is possible that these researches ma 
enlighten us in regard to a question like that which 
has existed in regard to the summits of the highest 
elevations on the face of the globe ; that we may Jearn 
ou what conditions human fife may be preserved in 
the presence of such extreme severity of temperature; 
or whether nature had locked up the secrets of organ- 
ic existence in chambers of frost into which man is 
not —— to penetrate. In those researches, as 
in all other pursuits of science, it is a great good for- 
tune (as you have said, M. le President) that her em- 
pire is without bounds; that her votaries acknowl- 
edge no national demarkations ; and that the sole ob- 
ject of her labors and her triumphs is to carry the 
victorious arms of knowledge and truth into the do- 
minions of ignorance and error. Permit me to add, 
M. le President, in response to your opening address 
and the friendly sentiments you have expressed to 
my country, that it is a source of sincere satisfaction 
to me and my fellow-citizens to see France and the 
United States co-operating, as befits their ancient 
friendship, in these questions of science, and I beg 
ou to be assured that your society, in distinguish- 
ng the labors of two of my countrymen, Dr. Kane 
and Dr. Hares, by such honorable testimonials of its 
pe has a just claim to our warmest acknow]l- 
edgments.” 


thy Nl 


This speech of General Drx, which was fol- 
lowed by warm and hearty applause, closed the 
proceedings of the Society, so far as affected the 
presentation of the Medal. 





THE NIPE EXPEDITION. 


Tue Bay of Nipe on the Cuban coast is a 
grand natural harbor. Its entrance is half a 
mile in width, and there is no bar. Inland it 
widens out into a broad, deep, landlocked bay, 
penetrating far into the island. It was in this 
bay that, on the 11th of May, in broad daylight, 
the steamer Perrit dropped anchor with arms 
and munitions of war sufficient for the supply of 
a force of 5000 Cubans. Notwithstanding the 
fact that there was a Spanish redoubt in plain 
sight the steamer entered without molestation, 
and before 3 o'clock a.m. on the !2th had land- 
ed half her cargo. She had on board a detach- 
ment of Americans and Europeans—men who 
not long since were engaged in fighting for an- 
other cause. ‘These supplies, landed from time 
to time by steamers at various points on the 
Cuban coast, are of the utmost importance to the 
Cubans. *It rarely happens, however, that a 
ship is so fortunate as the Perrit, which landed 
her cargo under the very guns of a Spanish re- 
doubt. Our sketch on page 388 very truly rep- 
resents the occurrence of which we write. 
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EUROPEAN VINEYARDS. 


THE most interesting work ever issued on the 
vineyards of Europe has just been published by 
Messrs. Harper & Brothers. It is from the 
pen of Mr. William J. Flagg, a son-in-law of the 
late Nicholas Longworth of Cincinnati. ‘I 
think,” he says in his preface, ‘‘ my work will 
be found, in some degree, interesting to the gen- 
eral reader, if he have curiosity, which Hume 
defines as ‘the love of learning.’ I think, too, 
it may prove instructive to the general drinker 
as well, inasmuch as it relates to his daily bev- 
erages, and their effects on his health and happi- 
ness. But my chief aim has been to convey in- 
formation, both practical and theoretical, bear- 
ing on the important matter of wine-growing in 
America.” In connection with this, his prin- 
cipal object, the author especially calls attention 
to the following points : 


aus 





1. Long pruning, which, as commonly practiced in 
America, I deem to have been an efficient cause for 
the decay of our vines. 

2. Drainage, the want of which, especially in the 
Ohio Valley, | feel quite certain has been equally in- 
jurious. 

3. The advantage of growing wine on plains rather 
than on hitls, except where the quality obtained from 
hill-grown vines is such as will compensate for their 
larger cost and smaller yield. 

4. Training in low souche, and without stakes, as 

robably better adapted to our warm summers than 
the expensive methods imitated from countries where 
[wervmaer can only be ripened on trees flattened and 
fastened to the south sides of high walls. 

5. Red wine, as preferable to white, for the future 
beverage of Americans. 

6. The sulphur-cure, as entirely efficacious against 
the disease of the vine in all its many forms, if only 
well applied. 





** Probably"—as the writer justly claims— 
**no other American has made near so thorough 
a pilgrimage among the vineyards of Europe...... 
and certainly not among those of France.” 

We will give a few extracts from this instruct- 
ive and entertaining work : 
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FOG MEDICINE, 


A fanciful theorizer has said that all good 
English comedies were written before the time 
of the Methuen treaty, which was about a hun- 
dred and fifty years ago, arguing thence that 
only pure wine can inspire pure wit. It is very 
true that both England and America mostly im- 
port their good plays from France, in shape of 
translations or adaptations ; but I can hardly be- 
lieve it was ever possible to import them in the 
form of casks of Bourdeaux or bottles of Bur- 
gundy; and think, with Sir Emerson Tennent, 
that British palates have always craved what 
was mixed, muddled, and strong, which, he 
says, is because of fogs. If so, then so much 
the worse for the British, I say, and all the 
more shame for us, who, with no fogs to excuse 
it, have, from mere force of example, learned to 
love fog medicine—port, sherry, Madeira, whis- 
ky, and ram—which, in our dry climate, rend 
us as they never do a Briton in his home. 
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HOW BURGUNDY GETS ITS BODY. 
: Often it is necessary to resort to artificial heat 
in aid of the fermentation. One way is to heat 
a portion of the must to the boiling point and 
then return it to the vat. A good temperature 
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for the must to show when a thermometer is in- 
troduced is Uva { OU" bahrenheit. The 
experiment has been tried of adding a quantity 
of white wine, itself in an active state of ferment- 
ation, to serve as a kind of yeast. 

So long as things work well in the vats no- 
thing of the kind is neeced. But there is an- 
other mode of rousing up the slackening process, 
and at the same time bringing the skins and 
seeds which have settled to the bottom into con- 
tact with the new-made alcohol, so that the lat- 
cer may combine well with the coloring matter 
they contain. This consists in stirring up the 
whole mass from bettom to top. It is done 
twice during the process of fermentation. It 
needs a good one hour's hard work each time. 
It is done by men. It takes four men to do it 
well. They all strip naked—naked as Adam 
when he was good—and then they go in—into 
the wine-vat—chin-deep they go in, and there, 
with feet and hands, fingers and toes, turn over, 
stir about, and mix the liquid that was getting 
clear with the pomace that was depositing itself, 
and 


“Make the gruel thick and slab, 
And like a heil-broth boil and bubble.” 

The nice, sweet Bordelais man only puts his 
foot in it, but the Burgundian goes the whole 
higure 

It is done to give the wine a full body. 
call it fermenting on the skin. 

He who explained all this to my astonished 
mind avowed it with the simple frankness of a 
Feejee cannibal, who admits his fondness for 
what he calls “‘iong pork.” But the Feejee 
people are only heathens. 


They 


JOLLY NUNS. 

It rained continuously. No vintaging could 
be seen, and attention soon tired of the look-out 
at the window of the coupé, so I looked in. Two 
nuns were with me—not handsome, of course, 
for in France beauty is too precious a commod- 
ity to shut up in convents—but very jolly and 


talkative, and better company than the holy wo- | 


men I had met in America; and, though their 
ideas were limited enough, still a seeker after 
wisdom could learn a good deal from them. 
When I told them the great majority of my 
countrywomen esteemed it a sin to take a drop 
of wine, they were astonished, and one naively 
asked, ‘* Must they drink only beer, then ?” add- 
ing, **I don't like beer.” But when told beer 
too was forbidden, they fe!l to pitying the poor 
Protestants, whom they had not thought were 
so austere, ‘“*To be sure,” they said, ‘‘ one 
must do penance; it is for the safety of the soul ; 
but the good God does not require his creatures 
to injure their health by their abstinences.” 
Abstinences! Poor girls! Ifa marquis with 
200,000 francs of income, young, handsome, and 
agreeable, were to offer himself t.) either of them, 
she would abstain from him teetotally with might 
and main, as if on peril of perdition, yet she 
could put her quart of wine daily under her cor- 
sets and thank God for it in her prayers; while 
many @ pretty Puritan on our side, taught from 
childhood to believe it “liquid poison” to body 
and ‘liquid damnation to soul,” thinks it a sin 
and a crime to moisten her red lips with one 
drop of parest Margaux, on whose conscience a 
hundred warm kisses accepted by those same 
lips would rest as lightly as a thistle-down on 


Plymouth Rock. 


A VINTAGE DANCE. 


Near the close of the day we arrived at Pauil- 
lac, and I found out and entered a little old inn 
in the heart of a labyrinth of narrow streets, 
where a tough, chirpy old woman received me as 
if she had always kuown and long been expecting 
m¢ She seemed to know just what I wanted to 
learn, and, having showr me the chamber where 
I was to lodge, and the parlor where I was to 
eat, took me to the kitchen, and displayed the 
preparations she was making for a band of vint- 
agers soon to come in from their work in the 
vineyards—for she was herself a proprietor, it 
seemed. Lifting the lid of o large kettle, and 
letting me smell of a savory mess within, she 
toid me it was the vintage broth, a dish of great 
antiquity. Judging from the preparations, the 
vintage baud was a large one; in fact, she had 
a farm of no small value—was rich, in fact, but 
it was her humor to keep tavern. The propri- 
etors, she said, always fed the band of vintagers, 
and gave them three repasts daily; the first, at 
eight o'clock, consisted of onlv bread and grapes ; 
the second, in the field, at noon, of soup and 
soup-meat; and the last, in the evening, of soup 
and a ragotit of meats. Bread and wine were 
supplied which means without 
stint. The wine is made of inferior grapes, 
gathered from young vines usually, crushed and 
put into a barrel with the head out. As soon as 
fermentation has well begun a certain quantity 
of water is poured in, the cask is tapped at the 
foot, and the liquor piacec at the discretion of 
the drinkers. One franc a day is paid to the 
cutters, as those are called whe cut the grapes 
from the vines, and for such as carry them to 
the wagon a franc and a half. But a few years 
ago wages were one-fourth lower. 

After my dinner I had grapes for dessert, and 
they were choice bunches, and good as any I aft- 
erward tasted in Médoc, but I could not call 
them delicious. Nor did I any where in France, 
Switzerland, or Germany find any to equal the 
Catawbas of the Ohio Valley in their prime. 

In the evening I went to see a vintage dance 
at a chateau just ontside the town. Under a 
shed, lighted with a single candle, twenty or 
thirty of the younger vintagers were dancing in 
wooden shoes on the bare ground. The figure 
was simply the old pantaloon cotillon of ‘* for- 
ward two,” “cross over,” *‘right hand left,” 
“*dos & dos,” and ‘‘ladies’ chain,” only the 
couples were placed in two opposite rows, as in 
@ contra dance, and not as in a quadrilie, so that 


**& discrétion,” 
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the dancers were continually in motion. Occa- 
sionally this was varied by a few rounds in waltz- 
ing order, performed with a kind of balance step, 


| the partners holding hands and facing each other. 


They did not hug, as fashionable people do, nor 
was there any rudeness, or romping, or boister- 
ous conduct of the men, and far less any sign of 
drunkenness. 

A hurdy-gurdy, played by the overseer of the 
troop, was ail the music they had. The overseer 
is a kind of middle-man, who recruits the band 
in the neighboring and poorer districts, and con- 
ducts them from place to place while vintage 
lasts, sub-letting them at a price which yields 
him a profit of two or three cents daily on the 
labor of each person. 

I had seen vintage dances before this, at the 
theatre; but there was always a row of brilliant 


| foot-lights, and a large orchestra, and the dancers 

















| wore blue and red bodices, with clean chemises, 


and broad straw hats adorned with gay ribbons, 
and had neat slippers on their feet, and — 
stockings on their legs, quite unlike any thing 
to be seen in the stable-yard at Pauillac, One 
of the wooden shoes, flung from a maiden’s foot 
as she whirled by in a waltz, struck my knee 
with centrifugal force. As the Cinderella who 
owned it kept on with her dancing, I had fime 
to examine the ‘‘sabot.” It was nicely made, 
of good shape, and light, furnished with a simple 
leather ‘‘ upper” nailed to the edge of the sole. 
The cost was only seventy-five cents the pair. 
Many people in France, who live in the country, 
wear this kind of shoe in muddy weather from 
choice, and thus avoid many a malady. An 
American, with common-sense enough to adopt 
them for himself and family, could save suffi- 
cient between the birth and coming of age of his 
oldest child to buy a farm. 

**Here is where they sleep,” said my guide, 
as he stopped before an open door. I looked in 
and saw merely a large room in an out-building, 
the floor of which was covered with a comforta- 
ble thickness of clean straw, upon which straw 
some forty vintage youths and maidens were to 
sleep that night. ‘This, they told me, was the 
usual mode of lodging the laborers. They 
seemed very happy—and why should not they 
be? those trooping bands, tramping from one 
merry harvest to another, seeing the world for 
nothing, free for the time from home restraints, 
fed and lodged in foul weather as well as fair, 


| earning wherewith to buy clothes for the year by 


light, social, and agreeable labor in the day, and 
enjoying a vintage ragoft and vintage dance in 
the evening, eating ‘‘a diserétion,” drinking “a 
discrétion,” and sleeping ‘‘a discrétion,” 





“WEARING OF THE GREEN.” 
By JUSTIN M‘CARTHY. 

**So you are really going to Ireland, old fel- 
low, and at such a time ?” 

“Yes. Why not?” 

** Look out for the Fenians! See that they 
don’t capture you, and keep you as a British 
hostage.” 

‘*Stuff! There are no Fenians.” 

**Oh, aren't there, though! Yes, by St. Pat- 
rick, and Fenianesses, too—just ask Gerald Bar- 
rymore !” 

** Why, I am going over to Gerald Barrymore. 
I am going to spend the time with him—hunt 
and course and fish, and all the rest of it.” 

** Well, Ae says there are Fenians no end.” 

**Don’t believe a word of it, although I am 
sure he thinks it if he says so. ‘There isn't pluck 
enough in the population to make any thing like 
a formidable movement of any kind. I'll under- 
take to rout any band of Fenians that may come 
in my way with this cane.” 

** Misguided young man, farewell. If you 
should fall a victim to your rashness, I'll write 
your epitaph !” 

**Thank you, my dear fellow! That is in- 
deed adding a new terror to death. It will make 
me doubly careful of my precious existence !” 

So the two friends parted, smiling. ‘This dia- 
logue took place one soft bright day of late au- 
tumn in the pleasant Temple Gardens, in the 
heart of London—the Temple Gardens of York 
and Lancaster, and the Red and White Roses ; 
of Addison and Steele and Sir Roger de Cover- 
ley; of Ruth, Pecksniff, and Tom Pinch; of 
Arthur Pendennis and Stunning Warrington. 

The two friends who thus talked and parted 
were Tom Gibbs and Laurence Spalding. Both 
were young barristers; both were as yet brief- 
less; both were writers for newspapers and mag- 
azines ; both were distinguished and active mem- 
bers of the Inns of Court Volunteer Corps, fa- 
miliarly known as the ‘* Devils’ Own.” 

Laurence Spalding was a tall, athletic young 
fellow, who delighted in the drilling and the ri- 





| fle-shooting, and the privilege, new, strange, and 


dear to young lawyers, of wearing the mustache. 
He it was who on the eve of a visit to Ireland was 
speaking scorn of Fenianism, and the natives of 
Ireland generally. He had never been in Ire- 
land, and this was just the time when the air 
was rife with rumors of projected Fenian insur- 
rection, and before any actual rising had taken 
place to divulge the real proportions of Fenian- 
ism’s military strength. Laurence Spalding was 
to be a guest of his old chum and fellow-student, 
Gerald Barrymore, a young Irishman who had 
eaten his way to the English bar, and hoped to 
distinguish himself there, although, unlike most 
of his compatriots, he was heir to some property 
in Ireland which was actually unencumbered. 
Spalding was longing to see Ireland; longing to 
enjoy his friend’s hospitality ; longing to be in- 
troduced to his friend's beautiful sister, of whom 
he had heard so much. 

Barrymore was going over to Ireland that 
night. Laurence was to follow in two or three 
days. Barrymore was to meet him in Dublin, 
aud show him over the city ; then they were to 





go on together to Barrymore's home in a mount- 
ainous, sea-washed, southwestern county. ‘The 
railway would only carry them a certain way ; 
the rest of the j y must be made by carriage 
or on hostels mountain roads. 

Now it so.happened that ‘Tom Gibbs, who was 
a good deal of a chatter-box and a little of a 
mischief-maker, met Gerald Barrymore half an 
hour after the conversation just reported, and 
told him, with some flourish and embel- 
lishment, what Laurence had been saying about 
Fenianism and the dangers of Irish rebellion. 
Barrymore's cheek reddened. He was, like most 
Irishmen, rather sensitive of ridicule; and, more- 
over, although a loyal British subject, he had 
been descanting somewhat largely at the dinner 
in the Temple Hall on the formidable nature of 
the Fenian movement. So he felt a good deal 
annoyed for the moment at what Gibbs told him ; 
but his manly good-nature presently returned, 
and he resolved to think no more about it. Un- 
luckily, however, when he got to his Irish home 
he told his sister something of the story, and that 
young lady's pretty cheek and bright eye glowed 
with pique and resentment. 

Grace Barrymore was a bright, animated, 
beautiful girl, with a noble, queenly figure, and 
curling fair hair. She was highly educated, had 
lived in France and Italy, had all the culture of 
an Englishwoman of the best class, and yet re- 
tained an exquisite flavor of her own racy na- 
tionality. She was a motherless girl, and she 
ruled her father and the estate and the tenantry 
and the whole district generally. Like many 
other true-hearted Irishwomen who have seen 
other countries besides their own, she scolded 
her compatriots a good deal for their own bene- 
fit, but would not hear a word said against them 
by a foreigner, especially a Saxon, She was al- 
ways warning all the ‘‘ boys” of the place against 
mixing themselves up with the dangerous follies 
of Fenianism; and she did not at present know 
of the existence of a single Fenian in the neigh- 
borhood ; but she clenched her little fist, and bit 
her red lip, and mentally vowed vengeance when 
she heard that a young Englishman had dared to 
sneer at the courage of Fenianism and the dan- 
ger of Irish insurrection. 

Two or three days passed away, and Laurence 
Spalding landed for the first time at Kingston, 
the port of Dublin, where his friend Barrymore 
received him, They spent two or three other 
days very joyously in the pleasant city. Every 
where they heard talk of Fenianism, and ex- 
pected ‘‘risings” of the most dreadful kind, 
having for their object the overthrow of throne, 
charch, altar, private property, and every thing 
else that respectable persons hold sacred. Ger- 
ald Barrymore shook his head gravely; Lau- 
rence Spalding laughed loudly. 

** Laurence, my dear fellow, I do wish I had 
been more fortunate in choosing my time to 
bring you over here. Down in my neighbor- 
hood they say things are beginning to look very 
bad.” 

Laurence only laughed again, and wondered 
at the credulity of his friend. Laurence was 
one of that class of Englishmen who never be+ 
lieve in any thing unusual until they see it; who 
ride out beyond bounds in Naples and Sicily, 
scoffing at stories of brigandism, and get taken 
by brigands; who ramble heedless outside the 
lines of camps; and bathe in shoal water where 
sharks are said to abound, and do other such 
deeds of blunt, bold skepticism. 

The two friends went by the railway as far as 
they could go. Then a carriage met them, and 
they prepared for a journey which Spalding was 
given to understand would last a couple of days. 
The carriage had a pair of strong, sinewy horses. 
The driver and the postillion were both armed 
with pistols. Gerald Barrymore deposited pis- 
tols in the carriage holsters. 

‘*] wish we were safe at home, Masther Ger- 
ald,” observed the driver. 

**So do 1, Tim. How are things looking just 
now ?” 

** Terrible bad, Masther Gerald!” 

**Thrue for you, boy!” growled the postillion, 
in assent, 

**'The whole side of the counthry is up, I'm 
tould,” said the driver. 

** More power to ‘em,” growled the postillion. 

** What nonsense,” laughed Laurence, and he 
turned to Barrymore. ‘* Do you really believe 
such talk as this ?” 

** My dear Spalding, you don't know any thing 
of this country. I only hope you may not be 
compelled to learn by disagreeable experience.” 

Laurence shrugged his shoulders. His friend 
was evidently not amenable to reason on this 
subject, which Laurence had settled beforehand 
by process of intuition—the best possible way of 
dealing with difficult political and national ques- 
tions. P 

They drove on for some hours, Spalding and 
Barrymore smoking and pleasantly chatting, al- 
though Barrymore was continually casting anx- 
jous glances on either side of the road, and every 
‘now and then examining his pistols. At last they 
came into a dark and gloomy defile, a narrow 
gorge almost as wild as an Alpine pass, and 
which seemed to stretch on for miles. 

“*If we were through this,” said Barrymore, 
in a low tone, as if speaking to himself, ‘* I think 
we should be safe for this day.” 

** Are there highway robbers about?” asked 
Spalding. 

** Highway robbers here ? 

** What else, then ?” 

“The Fenians!” said Gerald, in a low and 
solemn voice. 

Laurence threw himself back in the carriage 
and quietly laughed. 

Just at that moment a shot was heard, and 
the driver pulled up the horses. 

‘* Begorra, they're on us, sure enough |” he ex- 
claimed. 

** We're taken, Spalding,” said Gerald, calmly. 


Oh no!” 


’ 


| 


silent. 
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Laurence craned his neck out and saw that a 
small body of men, armed with guns, were draw» 
across the road, and that two were at the hurses’ 
heads. 

Before he could leap out of the carriage 
dozen men were at the side of it. One had a 
sword, They wore a sort of uniform, and each 
had a green sash. 

‘* Surrender, gentlemen !” said the swordsman, 


politely. 
*“*Surrender to what?” demanded Gerald. 
fiercely. 


**To the soldiers of the Irish Republic,” was 
the reply. ‘* Look at our flag.” One of the men 
was indeed bearing a green flag. 

Gerald’s answer to the summons was the dis- 
charge of one of his pistols, which, however, was 
discharged in vain. Laurence fired the other, 
but it too failed of its object. ‘Then both the 
young men leaped from the carriage and gallant- 
ly attacked the troops of the Irish Republic. 
Laurence hit out with good scientific arm, and 
knocked two Republican warriors over; but ne 
Hercules contra duos—what could two do against 
twenty? Our poor friends were very soon bound 
round the arms with stout cords, and rendered 
incapable of resistance. 

The driver and postillion had from the begin- 
ning fraternized with the Fenians. 

‘*You see, gentlemen,” said the swordsman, 
**how useless was your resistance. If you had 
shot one of our men I probably could not have 
saved your lives.” 

**] suppose this means robbery,” said Lau- 
rence. *‘If so, you may as well rifle our pock- 
ets at once.” 

** As you are an Englishman, and of course 
ignorant of Ireland,” said the leader, calmly, 
“*T excuse your insolent remarks. But you had 
better not let any of the men around hear you 
speak of them as robbers.” 

* Then, if you are not robbers and cut-throats, 
what the devil are you ?” 

** Fenians !” 

** Fenians be—blessed !” observed our British 
hero. 

“You had better, for your own sake, Sir, be 
Get into the carriage.” 

Laurence and Gerald were promptly lifted in. 
The leader and another man got in likewise. 
The word to march was given, and the carriage 
went on. Laurence could hardly believe the 
evidence of his senses. He felt like“a man in 
a dream—like the victim of a nightmare. He 
gazed at Gerald, who sat silent and sullen, bear- 
ing defeat ungraciously. As he turned round 
rather abruptly his elbow struck against some- 
thing hard. It was only a revolver, which one 
of his guards was kindly holding toward his pris- 
oner’s breast as a little measure of precaution. 

** In the name of the devil, Gerald,” said Lau- 
rence, speaking now in French that his captors 
might not understand, ‘‘ what is the meaning of 
all this? Is itadream? Is it a practical joke, 
or a piece of mummery? Who are these ca- 
naille ?” 

**M. Barrymore has no difficulty in compre- 
hending,” said the man with the sword, in fluent 
French, and with excellent accent. ‘He un- 
derstands his country, although he refuses to 
fight in her cause, and has degenerated so far 
from the patriotism of his ancestors as to show 
himself the enemy of her flag. M. Barrymore 
was offered a command only the other day, and 
he refused. He will have to answer now for his 
desertion.” 

Laurence looked at Gerald. ‘* They did offer 
me a command,” said Barrymore, coolly. * Of 
course I declined. I am a loyal man. Now I 
am in their power. Let them kill me if they 
choose—they are quite capable of it.” 

Again Laurence mentally asked himself, ‘* Am 
I dreaming? Am I mad? Is this the year 
1867? Was I reading the 7imes this morning?” 

He gave up the whole conundrum in despair. 

A dreary hour or two passed away, and Lau- 
rence actually fell fast asleep. He only woke 
when some of his captors were lifting him out of 
the carriage. He now found himself standing 
on the edge of a grassy lawn or field in front of 
a large and partly ruined castle. There were 
cannon at the gates of the castle and on the roof, 
and a green fiag wes flying. Near the castle was 
a whole mass of armed men. Laurence could 
see the gun-barrels glittering in the autumn sun- 
set. 

‘* Bring up the prisoners at onst,” said a mes- 
senger who came down to meet the Fenian band 
and their captives. 

** Is the Chief here?” asked the man with the 
sword. 

**No; the Chief’s across the river. He's to 
attack in the morning airly, I'm tould. But 
she's here—bedad the worse luck for some peo- 
ple, I'm thinking!” and he cast a giance at Lau- 
rence and Gerald. 

**Gentlemen,” said the man with the sword, 
**von are about to be brought before the Chief's 
daughter. In the absence of the Chief she com- 
mands, For your own sakes I earnestly recom- 
mend prudence.” 

Gerald shrugged his shoulders contemptaously. 
Laurence begun to think the whole affair rather 
interesting. ‘The two young men were led be- 
tween armed ranks toward the crowd in front of 
the castle. As they came near the crowd di- 
vided, and a lady on horseback rode forward, 
then checked her horse, and with a commanding 
gesture indicated where the prisoners were to 
stand. She was a young woman, very hand- 
some, with fair hair and a superb form, and she 
sat her horse like a queen. In all his bewilder- 
ment Laurence could observe her deep-blue, lus- 
trous eyes, her clustering fair hair, her graceful 
gestures, her full, noble bust. She wore a green 


riding-habit, and a cavalier hat with a green 
feather. She had pistols in her belt, and a sword 
hung at her side. 


“Am I assisting at a scene in the Opera Co- 
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mique ?” Laurence asked of himself. ‘The ropes 
which bound the prisoners were removed, and 
the first use Laureace made of his freedom was 
to take off his hat and bow to the beautiful Ama- 
zon. She acknowledged his salute with grace 
and dignity. 

** You are the Englishman ?” she asked. 

“T am an Englishman, certainly. May I ask 
whom I have the honor of addressing ?” 

** All that it concerns you to know, Sir, is, 
that I am at present in command of this castle 
and these Fenian soldiers. My name your coun- 

may know some day.” 

‘* Pray excuse me,” said Laurence, “ if I ask 
you one questicn. Do you really mean to tell 
me, Madame, that these fellows are Fenians— 
that there is a Fenian army ?” 

** Your ignorance, Sir—the blind, perverse ig- 
norance of your countrymen—may perhaps be 
allowed to excuse your question, but I have no 
time to answer such folly. Look around you if 
you would learn. Now, we have something else 
to do. Gerald Barrymore!” 

Her loud, clear tone rang like a trumpet-call. 
Barrymore stood.forward silently, and bent his 
head. 


** Gerald Barrymore, you have openly declared 
ourself a traitor to the cause of your country. 
ou have refuse! to join us; you have done all 

you could to betray us to the enemy ; to-day you 
actually dared to fire upon our flag. What have you 
to say why you should not die a traitor’s death ?” 

** Good Heavens!” exclaimed Laurence; ‘* can 
this be serious ?” 

** T have nothing to say,” replied Gerald, calm- 
ly, ‘‘ except that I am no traitor to my country, 
but a true patriot. I care little to say even this 
to you. I know I can expect no mercy, and I 
don't ask any. Do your worst.” 

**Gerald Barrymore, I need not tell you that 
I would spare you if I could; that I have tried 
to win you to the true cause you know only too 
well. But the time has come when we can no 
longer hold any terms with traitors. This En- 
glishman is only a foreign enemy—you are a 
renegade, a deserter, a traitor; and your doom 
is death !” 

** Heavens, what a fury!” thought Laurence. 
Then he thrust his friend aside, and broke out 
into a regular oration addressed to the Amazon. 
It was a piece of impassioned declamation blend- 
ed with high forensic argument. Never had Lau- 
rence before known how eloquent he was, and how 
he had mastered all the principles of constitution- 
al, international, and martial law. He was Ers- 
kine, Choate, Webster, and Jules Favre, all in 
one. Utterly forgetting his principles and his na- 
tionality in the cause of his friend and client, the 
devoted advocate actually besought the Judge- 
Amazon not to sully the noble flag she had raised, 
not to bring dishonor on the cause she rep- 
resented, by violating the fundamental principles 
of honorable warfare. He thought he saw a soft- 
ening expression on her features—nay, she actu- 
ally did for a moment cover her mouth with her 
handkerchief, to hide her emotions no doubt— 
but she controlled herself and said, with some 
severity in her tone: 

“In zeal for your friend, Sir, you forget 
you You forget that we have no cause, no 
flag, no battle-field, no principles—nay, that there 
is no Fenianism, and that there are no Fenians!" 

“ The court is against me,” thought poor Lau- 
rence, sadly; and abandoning the high ground 
of argument he was about to move simply in ar- 
rest of judgment, when the Fenian Chieftainess 
cut him short : 

**Spare your eloquence, Sir. We have little 
time for the making of speeches. Gerald 

3 , you have until sunrise to-morrow 
morning to decide your fate. If then you join 
our ranks and pledge your word of honor to serve 
us faithfully, you shall live. If not, you shall be 
shot at once as a traitor.” 

**On my word, Gerald,” exclaimed Laurence, 
*T do think you had better join these people. 
After all you are an Irishman, you know; and 
I suppose it is somehow or other your national 
cause.” 

“The Englishman,” said the lady, with a 
sweet smile, ‘‘is an honorable enemy, and teach- 
es a recreant Irishman his duty. Remove the 
prisoner! Mr. Spalding—that I think is your 
name ?—you will do me the honor of dining with 
me. In my father’s absence I am host and com- 
mandant.” 

**Much honored, I am sure,” faltered Lan- 
rence; ‘‘ but my poor friend Barrymore! How 
can I leave him ?" 

“* My invitation, Mr. Spalding, is a command! 
We dine at seven.” 

She bowed, one of his captors touched him on 
the arm and led him away. He was conducted 
to a small room in the castle; he passed armed 
men every where; at seven o'clock an armed es- 
cort came for him, and led him into a large din- 
ing-hall well sec out and lighted. He was placed 
at the right hand of the hostess, who looked un- 
speakably lovely in her complete evening toilette. 
A large number of retainers, a few of whom 
were the hostess’s women attendants, dined at 
the table. Laurence drank liberally of Cham- 
pagne, and grew into a condition of wonder 
and ecstasy such as he had not believed it pos- 
sible this later age could bring to mortal. His 
hostess was fascinating, bewitching. Nothing 
could surpass her brilliancy and beauty — not 
even her condescending, encouraging, almost 
tender friendliness. Laurence’s ible soul 
was melting under her sunny influence. A 
harper ye during the dinner some delicious 
plaintive Irish airs, and sang Irish words to 
them. Laurence knew nothing of music, and 
did not understand a word, but he demanded 
an encore enthusiastically. 

The lady talked with him frankly and fer- 
vently of Fenianism, its strength and its hopes. 
She 2x utter amazement at the ignorance 


that prevailed on the subject in England. 
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**] declare to you,” said Laurence, “‘ if I were face of the water endangering a new bridge. There | few minutim—snch, for instance, as the air-pumps— 


to go back to-morrow and tell people in London 
what I have actually seen here—seen with my | 
own eyes—they would not believe me!” 

** Extraordinary and infatuated people!” said 
the lady. ‘‘ You shall return, Mr. Spalding, and 
endeavor to enlighten England. You shall go 
to-morrow if you will, if you are anxious to go. 
I will not detain you.” 

And he thought he heard a faint sigh; and 
her eyes rested for a moment on his. Alas, by 
this time the thought of returning was hateful to 
Laurence’s soul, 

** Not to-morrow—ohg not to-morrow!” he 
pleaded. ‘‘In fact, you know, in order to do 
any good in England, I ought to see a little 
more of the strength of your movement. I had 
better wait—much better.” 

**To-morrow,” said the lady, with another 
half-sigh, “‘ we hope for a decisive engagement. 
Should my father drive the enemy from the field 
we push forward ; should he fail, we defend this 
castle until each man and woman in it perishes 
amidst the ruins!” 

Laurence started. This exquisite creature to 
die, and by the weapons of his countrymen! He 
began to think whether it would be utterly dis- 
graceful for an Englishman to adopt the cause 
of Ireland. After all, did not the Geraldines do 
this; and who could be finer fellows than the 
Geraldines? Why, confound it all! what was 
Silken Thomas, of whom he had heard his friend 
Barrymore speak in moments of exaltation? 
And, by-the-way, there was Barrymore, whose 
awful situation he had almost forgotten ; of course, 
if he joined the Fenian ranks Barrymore would 
do the same, and his life would be saved! The 
only disagreeable thing would be that perhaps 
Barrymore might become too agreeable to the 
Chieftainess! There certainly was a tender tone 
in her voice that day as she addressed poor Bar- 
rymore, even while she was pronouncing his 
death-sentence. 

**No, Mr. Spalding,” said the lady, graceful- 
ly rising from her seat, and looking at our hero 
with eyes of soft and melancholy expression. 
**You are a brave and generous enemy, and I 
can not allow you to peril your life for no purpose 
in our dangers. Return to England—the life of 
your friend ore shall be spared for your 
sake—return, and report us and our cause aright 
to the unsatisfied! You are free—you shall be 
safely escorted to the English camp. If we tri- 
umph, you and I may meet again; if we fail, re- 
member me sometimes as a friend. Leave us, 
and farewell !” 

‘* Never!” exclaimed Laurence, passionately. 
**T will stay by you—fight for you! I renounce 
every thing for you! I am a Fenian for your 
sake; I will die for you, but I will not leave 
you!” 

She took, without speaking, a green ribbon 
from her corset, and passed it through his but- 
ton-hole. At the same time she made a signal 
to one of her attendants. Laurence pressed the 
ribbon to his heart, then clasped her hand, bent 
over it, and touched it with his lips. 

A peal of laughter rent the air, and Laurence, 
looking up amazed and angry, saw Gerald Bar- 

more and several men whom he had met in 

blin standing around, and holding their sides 
in mirth as they pointed to poor Spalding and 
his green order of Fenianism. 

“Three cheers,” cried Barrymore, ‘‘ for the 
Fenian Volunteer!” and oh, how uproariously 
echoed the wild response to the invitation ! 

The Fenian Chieftainess had fied, leaving the 
— of a silvery peal of merry laughter behind 

er! 

Poor Laurence §; ing! Cruel, crnel Grace 
Barrymore ! friend, Gerald Barry- 
more! The whole affair from beginning to end 
was a wicked practical joke to punish Laurence 
Spalding for his saucy sneer at Irish insurrection 
and the reality of Fenianism. The armed Fe- 
nians were the ore tenantry and servants ; 
the man with the sword who spoke French was 
a wy pee cousin, and the Fenian Amazon 
was, of course, the charming Grace herself! 

Only fancy Laurence’s feelings as he came 
down to breakfast next morning and met the 
laughing eyes of his hostess. But he had taken 
heart of grace ; he had risen to the height of the 
situation, and he appeared in the breakfast-room 
with the green ribbon adorning his button-hole. 

He spent a few delightful weeks with the Bar- 
rymores, and was well repaid with hospitality and 
friendliness for his droll humiliation. And the 
upshot of the whole affair is that he has turned 
the tables, that he has made a captive of his fair 
captor, and that she is to be Mrs. Laurence 
Spalding; and he vows that all his life through 
he will be proud of his wearing of the Green. 





HOME AND FOREIGN GOSSIP. 


Unrtr recently the French Custom-house has pre- 
vented any foreign vessel from going up the Seine 
further than Rouen ; but lately, under the pressure of 
liberal ideas and free-trade principles, it has removed 
every impediment, and thrown open the port of Paris 
to the English ships, provided, of course, they draw 
the amount of water required by the navigation of the 
Seine. At the last accounts the first English ship that 
has ever entered Paris was moored at the Quai St. 
Nicholas, opposite the Tuileries. She is a sailing 
barge, sixty tons register, called the Garibaldi. Of 
course the English colors attract crowds of Parisian 
and English visitors. 


Some weeks ago the Czar of Russia was crossing a 
bridge in an open carriage with his son when the 
horses took fright, and, dashing across the foot-path, 
were only prevented by the parapet from falling into 
the river. The shock, however, was so great that the 
Emperor has not yet recovered from it. Indeed, so 
eerious is his indisposition that his medical attend- 
ants are anxious in regard to the results. 

A’novel method of “ fighting fire” was practiced at 
the recent great fire at Hunter's Point. Thonsands 





of gallons of burning oil were spread over the sur- 


seemed to be no chance of saving it as the tide was 
setting in, although a multitude of people were on 
the banks witnessing the apectacle. By chance a 
by-stander threw a stone into the flaming sheet, by 
which the burning surface was broken and a clear 
space made of two or three yards. Instantly the idea | 
was seized by hundreds, lines were formed to a brick- | 
yard, and several thousand bricks were thrown into 
the water, which checked and soon entirely extin- 
guished the flames. 


Tennyson is said to have a printing-press of his 
Own at home, and to compose with his hands as well 
as with his head. His copy comes to the publisher in 
type. 

An interesting report has just been submitted to 
the Pennsylvania branch of the American Freedmen's 
Union Commission, indicating the progress of the 
work. Last year there were 59 teachers under the su- 
pervision of this Commission ; but the freedmen con- 
tributed little or nothing toward the support of the 
schools. This year there have been 152 teachers in 
the field, and the freed-people contribute largely, and 
thoroughly appreciate the advantages which are given 
tothem. They are willing to work that their children 
may be educated. 


By a recent act of the Legislature, several wealthy 
and public-spirited business men of New York have 
been made Trustees of a corporate body, to be known 
as the “ American Museum of Natural History.” This 
society is organized for the purpose of establishing in 
this city a Museum of Natural History, to encourage 
the study of natural science, and kindred subjects, and 
to farnish popular instruction and recreation. Near- 
ly $50,000 have already been subscribed toward this 
enterprise, and the Central Park Commissioners have 
generously offered the use of the fine hal! in the Arse- 
nal Building as a place where the collections may be 
deposited, and exhibited to the public until the erec- 
tion of a special museum edifice. 


On the day when Victor Hugo's “ L’'Homme que 
Rit” was published in Paris, no less than eighteen 
translations of it appeared in various parte of the 
world. The translation for America had previously 
appeared. 


A bird's nest was recently found In West Brookfield, 
Massachusetts, which was duly protected by a one- 
cent revenue stamp properly canceled, and thoroughly 
attached to the nest by the builder. 


A writer in the Springfield Republican, describing 
the ceremonies of Decoration Day at Mount Auburn 
Cemetery, remarks that the most touching spot in the 
Cemetery, to those who knew the story of it, was that 
where Dr. Lowell and his grandchildren are buried. 
It is a small plateau, from one side of which spring a 
few sturdy and graceful trees; and it had the sad dis- 
tinction of three flags marking the graves of General 
Charles Russell Lowell, Captain James Jackson Low- 
ell, and their cousin, Lieutenant William Lowell Put- 
nam, all grandsons of Dr, Charles Lowell, and neph- 
ews of the poet, and all of whom were killed in battle. 
They were young men of great promise, and had dis- 
tinguished themselves as officers. Long before the 
processions arrived the three graves were covered with 
flowers of purest white, to which the soldiers added 
their variegated offerings. 

The secret spies employed by Napoleon III. infest 
every street corner in Paris. A stranger will not sus- 
pect, but a shrewd Frenchman readily detects a mow- 
chard in the respectable-looking man who is seated 
quietly in a café, or sauntering through the streets. 
The secret police in Paris is divided into three different 
corps ; the police de sureté, or bona fide detectives, who 
track criminals against laws made for the safety of the 
community; the police who superintend the bureaus 
of health; and the political spies. To the firet corpa, 
which is very large, comprising professionals of mar- 
velous acuteness, is added a body of 165 civilians, 
mostly ex-nen-commissioned officers of the army, who 
form a species of body-gnard to the Emperor. When 





the Emperor goes out on foot incognito, close behind 








him lurks one of the police de sureté; and when he | 


rides out the chief of this corps always follows him, in 
an unostentatious carriage, The police de santé com- 
prise about one hundred special officers, who use their 
authority to prevent immorality from becoming too 
obtrusive, though their own morals are none of the 
best. The political police in Paris consists of five 
hundred and forty agents, from all countries and of 
both sexes. Many of them are Corsicans, who develop 
a remarkable talent for intriguing in politics. 


A Parisian satirist comes into competition with 
Victor Hugo by publishing “ L"homme, qui baille” 
the man who yawns! 


The Century Plant, or Striped-Leaved American 
Aloe, now about to flower at the Genesee Valley 
Nurseries, Rochester, New York, is about seventy 
years old. It was purchased by the late Hon. John 
Greig, of Canandaigua, New York, in the year 1809, 
from Princes’ Garden, Flushing, Long Island, and at 
that time was supposed to be nine or ten years old. 
Owing to its large size, and being so unwieldy, it was 
sent to Rochester, and placed in Frost & Co.'s green- 
house, about the year 1856, and has been in their pos- 
session ever since. On the 26th April last indications 
of its flowering were first observed, and the flower- 
stem has since grown nearly three inches a day, on 
the average. The whole number of leaves on the 
plant is thirty; each leaf is six feet six inches in 
length ; the entire circumference of the plant is thirty 
feet. The roof of the green-honse has been raised 
thirty feet, to allow of the excessive growth of this 
majestic plant; and for the accommodation of visit- 
ors a platform has been erected, from which a better 
view of the flowers can be obtained when in perfection. 


In 1528, De Vaca set out to cross the Continent, and 
spent eight years and endured great hardships in 
reaching the Pacific. In 1758, Jonathan Carver at- 
tempted the passage farther north, but failed. He, 
however, predicted that a route would be made some 
time, and that it would be a great euccess. Almost a 
hundred years afterward, one of Carver's descendants 
made every effort to arouse the public to be interested 
in a Pacific railroad, and all in vain. But the wild 
dream of 1847 is realized ir 1869. Now the traveler 
can make the trip from New York to San Francisco 
in abont a week. At present the fare for the entire 
distance is nearly two hundred dollars, but it is be 
lieved that in the course of a year it will be reduced 
at least one quarter. 


Thé amaliest steam-encine in the world is now in 


have necessarily been omitied. Still, so small are 
some of the parts that they require a powerful magni- 
fying-glas# to see their form. The screws are only 
1-S0th of an inch diameter, and these are all duly fur- 
nished with hexagonal nuts, which can be loosened 
and tightened by a Lilliputian spanner. The whole 
weight of the model is less than a threepenny-piece. 
It works admirably, and when working {te crank- 
shaft performe from twenty to thirty thousand revo- 
lutions in a minute. 


One of the latest sensational stories brings in a cat 
as chief actor. An old lady in this city had long cher- 
ished a favorite cat, which reciprocated the affection 
shown her in many ways. The two grew old togeth- 
er, and when a lingering {]Iness attacked the old lady, 
puss watched by her bedside with all the assiduity of 
& well-trained nurse. But the old lady died. During 
the funeral services, while the coffin was being re- 
moved from the house to the hearse, mysterious 
sounds were heard within it. Exercises were sus- 
pended, and the coffin-lid opened, but the counte- 
nance of the dead was undisturbed. The entire top 
of the coffla was then removed, when, lying at the 
feet of the corpse, was discovered the dead body of 
the poor old cat. She had crawled ander the coffin- 
lid the previous night, anu the noise which alarmed 
the pall-bearers was her death-etruggie. She had 
emothered in her close quartera. 


SES 


HUMORS OF THE DAY. 


Aw old bachelor says: 

* Domestic love may be very eweet, but when I loek 
“ my brother's family it strikes me that it {« also very 

ear. 

“The complexion of a girl of the period differs from 
a railway season ticket—the one is, and the other is 
not, transferable. 

**Mistrast the woman wi.o, when a glass of wine is 
spilt over her dress, emiles, and says it doesn't matter. 

“Curious how this life resembles billiards—kisses 
and misses are generally found near together ! 

“A cramped waist generally betokens brains in a 
similar condition. 

“When I look upon a party of young people I con 
sole myself with the thought that, after all, my «kuil 
is as eeccoeees ae any of theirs, and that's what it 
must resolve itself in at last!” 

; Sena 

“ Where did you get that turkey?" said a colonel to 
one of his amiable recruits, who came inte camp the 
other day with a fine bird. “Stole it,” was the lacon- 
ic reply. “ Ah!" said the colonel, triumphantly, to a 
by-stander, “‘ you see my boys may steal, but they won't 
lie.” 


™ -_ 
THE CHIGNON, 


Horrid stories now are going 
Tonching lovely woman's tresses; 

And, ah me! it's worth the knowing 
What ft le that one caresses, 


After euch like revelation, 
Think me aot fastidious grown, 
If I ask with trepidation, 
Darling, are those locks your cwnf 
—_- -_>--——— 
AN EGG STORY 

“T do assure you it's a fact, You know how fond 
my brother is ofegg*e! Well, he was driving me once 
in a phaeton to some corntry place, and we stopped 
at a little public house on the way to lunch. Ben said 
he believed he would lunch on hard-bolled eggs, if 
they had enough; and he sat by the window eatin 
them, and throwing the shells out of the window. A 
last I got tired of waiting, and eaid: 

“My dear Ben, are you going to eit there all day 
calling for more eggs? Do jet's go." 

** And when we got into our conveyance, as he turn- 
ed it around, be drove one whee! over the pile of egg- 
shell«, and it was so high, my dear, that we were ac- 
tually upset !" 

a — 

A Monet Wur.—The following is « copy of a will 
left by a man who chore to be his own lawyer: “This 
is the jast will and testament of me, John Thomas, I 
give all my things to my relations, to be divided 
among them the best way they can. N.G.—If any 
body kicks up a row, or makes any fees abont it, he 
isn't to have any thing. Signed by me, 

“Joun Tuomas,” 


-_ 
WHO WOULDN'T BE MARRIED? 


There exists not a shadow of doubt ‘n my mind 
That my wife is the very best wife T can find; 


i For she's clever, good-looking, industrious, neat, 





With the daintiest hands and ths tialest feet. 


But perfect to be—is to be superhuman ; 

And my wife you must know is no mere then a 
woman ; 

She's kind-heartea, loving, painstaking, and zealous, 

But then the dear creatare’s intol'rably jealous. 

If I happen to glance at the cook's roey face, 

At the end of her week cook is out of & place, 

If I think the nurse-girl has a voice rather eweet 

She is thrast, bag and baggage, right into the street. 


And their place is supplied by the uellest creatures, 


With the harshest of vuices and hardest of featares— 
So misshapen in limb and «0 hideous in hue, 

| They are surpassed by nove and are equaled by few. 
The nuree-girl’« a fright of the very fret water; 
The house-maid, I'l) swear, is the devil's own daughter, 
And ‘tis perfectly true, though it sounds hyperbolic, 


the possession of John Penn, of Greenwich, England | 


—the eminent maker of great engines. It will stand 


on a threepenny-piece ; it really covers less space, for 
its base-plate measures only 3-*th of an inch by about 


3-10th. From the extreme smallness of this model a 


I can't look at the cook without getting the col!s. 


We have visitors few, and their calle far between, 

Save sundry old epinsters, tongh, ecragcy, and lean ; 

And some ghartly crim widows, whore faces of stone 

vee the death of their lords, if the trath were bat 
nown. 


If I thonght ‘twould conduace to my wife's peace of 
mind. 


I would fervently pray to become deaf and blind; 

For as long as I'm able to hear and can see, 

There's no peace for my wife and no comfort for me. 
- 

An old farmer in Ohio, having read that the State 
Penitentiary c'eared seven thousand dollere during 
the last year by the labor of the convicts, eat some 
time in deep thought, and then exclaimed: “J think 
we'd better tary our Legislatur into a penitentiary, by 
Jingo" 


-_- 

A student at the Cornel) University, in rendering 
an account to bis father of his last term's expenses, 
entered as an item, “ Charity, #90." Ills father wrote 
back, “I fear that charity covers a multitade of sina.” 

- = 

A young lady at Troy, while engaged in conversa- 
tion with a gentleman a few days since, spoke of hav- 
ing resided in St. Lous. ‘* Was St. Louis your native 
place ?" inquired the gentieman. “ Well, yes—part of 
the time,” responded the lady 


: > 
Passina tux Tiwe—Going by a clock. 


-_ ha 
“ Prisoper, why did you follow this man, and beat 
and kick him eo shamefully 
“T am sorry, your Honor; 1 was a little drunk, and 
I thought it was my wife.” 


a 

The other day a little girl presented a letter at the 
post-office. There being no stamp om it, the port- 
master inquired whether she had not t three 
cents. “so,” she repic’, "ther has put the stamp 
inside." 
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SQ RUNS THE WORLD AWAY. 


CHAPTER X 


AZALEA'’S LETTER. 


**T say, there's a letter for you,” said Conrad, 
nudging Azalea, to call her attention to the fact. 

“Oh,” she ened, eagerly, “it must be from 
daddy! Where is it ?-—oh, where is it?” 

It was just before the breakfast-hour: the chil- 
dren were gathered in the school-room, and the 
morning letters were lying in a salver near Miss 
Slater’s hand 

Azalea opened hers with trembling fingers, and 
face in a glow of delight; but at the sight ofa 
few straggling, crooked letters inscribed on the 
summit of the first page her face changed woe- 
fully : 

** Master Moore wos tuck very bad this morn- 
in’.” Such was the postscript old Betty had got 
her son, a “‘ fine scholard,” aged twelve, to add 
to Moore’s letter to Azalea. 

Poor Azalea read the rest of the letter through 
a blinding mist of tears, She quite missed the 
point of the delicately hinted temptation of puffy 
white rabbits, She remembered, with a pang of 
remorse, that it was a long time since the irreg- 
ular verbs had assumed any shape or order in 
her mind 

*“ If you intend to have any breakfast you had 
better commence at once, as the things will be 
cleared away presently,” Miss Slater said, harsh- 
lv; and Azaiea gulped down her tea, and dropped 
tears on to hastily-consumed lumps of bread-and- 
butter; for the severest grief can not wholly do 
away with the instincts of hunger in a growing 
child 

When breakfast was finished, she arose and 
confronted Miss Slater. 

** If you please, ma'am, [ want to go home.” 

**Do you?” was the dry response; ‘and 
Ww ny f 

** Because my father is very ill,” Azalea an- 
swered, with unusual humility in her shaking 
voice, *‘and I want to go to him directly.” 

‘*That is quite impossible,” Miss Slater re- 
plied, calmly. ‘* Lord Orme has gone to town 
for two or three days, and until [ receive his in- 
structions it is impossible that I should permit 
you to leave the house.” 

Azalea stood thoughtful and silent for a few 
minutes; then she walked to the door. 

‘* Where are you going?” the governess cried, 
sharply. 

*I am going to get ready to start,” the child 
said, gravely. ‘* l am going home to my father, 
who is very ill I must Zo, and I will!” 

She left the room as she spoke. 
was silenced, and somewhat taken aback by the 
child’s grave decision of manner. Conrad whis- 
tled. ‘*Go it, ye cripples! Tally-ho the grind- 
er! how ye pippins swim!” was his triumphant 
but mysterious mode of expressing his delight. 

But Miss Slater was a woman prompt to de- 
termine, and quick to execute ; and when Azalea, 
having put on ‘Topaz’s collar and chain, and her 
own hat and cloak, essayed to leave her bed- 
room, she found that the door was locked from 
the outside. She felt sick with anger and dis- 
tress as the conviction that she had been trapped 
flashed on her. beat the door with her 
hands and feet, and cried aloud in the hope of 
attracting some friendly assistance. Conrad, 
vho was her sole auditor, explained to her in a 
uf’ whisper that ** Slater had got the key in 
her poc ket.” 

He evidently did not feel equal to extracting 
it from that sacred refuge; but he was not un 

moved by the vehement distress of his playmate. 
After a little deliberation the oracle spoke : 

“It’s no use trying the poker, it’s grown thin 
from taking out grease-spots on the carpet. 
You must wait until the afternoon, and when 
Slater is out walking [ll bring the kitchen poker, 
which is a whopper.’ 

Conrad apparently thought he had sacrificed 
enough to friendship. 

**Tt's no use my loafing about here,” he con- 
tinued. If Slater nabs me there'll be a row ; 

and I don't want to quarrel with her to-day, for 
there's plum-pudding for lunch, and she'll spite 
me in my help. You keep quiet until I come 
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back.”” Saving which, the heir of Orme whistled 
himself off, and Azalea was left to her own re- 
sources 


**] should like to kill her!” she said, with 
morose emphasis, her thoughts reverting to Miss 
Slater. ‘* I should like to blacken her fishy blue 
eyes, and pull ber long, thin nose ;” which as- 
pirations, if not heroic, were perhaps natural. 

Seized by a sudden inspiration, she walked to 
the window and looked out. To her surprise she 
found that she overlooked the balcony of flowers 
that belonged te the next-door house, the fact 
being that both houses had formerly belonged to 
one owner, who had made communicating doors 
on the upper floor for the accommodation of a 
large nursery of children; and when Lord Orme 
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worlds to be back on the window-sill, and then 
she fell into the middle of some heliotropes and 
scarlet geraniums, and in a moment was on her 
feet again, a little shaken and bruised, but happy 
in Topaz's safety (he had given one angry aston- 
ished yelp, but was not hurt) and her own success. 

She was over the iron railings and through the 
open window of Lord Orme’s drawing-room be- 
fore the owner of the balcony of flowers had re- 
covered her surprise at the unexpected apparition 
which had so suddenly darkened the window and 
overturned the flower-pots. Azalea in her flying 
descent had unconsciously disturbed a very cozy 
téte-a-téte. 

Lady Diana was sitting by her window, look- 
ing lovely in a flow of pure-hued drapery and a 
flutter of fresh ribbons. She was reveling in the 
faint sweet odors the wind blew against her face, 
and enjoying the balm of the sunshine with some- 
what the expression of a cat purring with sleepy 
content. On a low chair near to her sat a man 
whose face was bright with the beauty of youth, 
and tender with its passion—a man who seemed 
to have little to say to the woman by his side, but 
who expressed volumes in the look with which 
he bent over and caressed the little hand which 
drooped near his own. He was lowering his lips 
in close proximity to the fingers he had impris- 
oned, when he and his companion were awoke 
from the soft torpor of that pleasant moment by 
Azalea’s unexpected appearance. 

The gentleman started, swore under his breath, 
and blushed. The lady started a little, but did 
not blush. Nevertheless she quietly slipped her 
hand into the intricacies of a piece of crochet- 
work, and for a few minutes knitted diligently. 
Finding that no further invasion of her privacy 
was attempted, she resumed her old attitude, and 
did not rouse her companion from the trance of 
happiness in which her touch and look enthralled 
him until she heard the clock strike one. Then, 
despite his pleading eyes and restraining hand, 
she rang a small hand-bell and summoned her 
maid. , 

‘* Annette,” she said, ‘‘ please to send round 
to Lord Orme’s, and ask the governess, with my 
compliments, not to let any more of the children 
tumble down in front of my window. ‘Then 
bring my lunch. And oh, Annette, you can 
show Mr. Mowbray out.” 

Lady Diana enjoyed her luncheon to-day. The 
chops were tender, the pastry light. ‘‘ It melts 
in your mouth,” she said, referring to the crust 
of the tart. Then she thought of her visitor, with 
a pleasant expression of content in her face. 
** Boys are very nice and ingenuous,” she mused ; 
‘**but oh, what a time they stay! If he could 





| have had his way every thing would have been 
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cold, I dare say the stupid fellow never thought 
of my lunch. Men are so selfish when they're 
in love!” 

She sipped some iced Moselle, and enjoyed 
the fresh tingling sensation it gave to her lips. 
Then she dived her round fingers into dewy clus- 
ters of grapes, and ate them with sleepy appreci- 
ation of their merits. Presently her thoughts 
again reverted to her lover. 

**There’s a bloom about them at that age” 
(a strangér would have imagined that she referred 
to the dun-coated grape she poised on her finger) 
‘which you never see afterward. Their tears 
are so hot; their smiles are so gay; they flush 


| and tremble; they hope and fear; in fact, they 
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rented his house he succeeded in persuading his 


fair neighbor, Lady Diana Merton, to allow him 
to retain, at a costly rent, the upper suit of rooms 
which belonged properly to herself. 

The balcony was at a distance of about ten 
feet from Azalea’s window, and she imagined 
that she would have be slittle difficulty in climb- 
ing over the iron partition that marked the line 
of separation between the balconies, if she could 
only sveceed in getting down to their level. 

She decided to risk it, and + way of prelim- 
inary commenced tying Tops, to her breast, 
swathing him in her old thin shawl, which, for- 
tunately, had been left in her Yedroom. Topaz 
struggled desperately in angr. rebellion at this 
invasion of his rights of locomotion, but his mis- 
tress was firm, and as soon as she secured him 
she crawled on to the ledge, and let herself dro 
her full length on the other side. For one brief 
agonized instant she thought she would give 
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love at one-and-twenty as they never love again. 
After that age the poetry is gone from their 
hearts; all the sweet confusion is swept away 
like a silver web before a house-maid’s rough 
broom. I much prefer them young—but then 
Lord Orme has thirty thousand a year.” 

She sighed a little, and then went up stairs 
again to the drawing-room. She sat down on 
an easy-chair, and, taking up a large book, be- 
gan to search through its index. 

** Here it is. * Mowbray of Auriel, born 17—.’ 
Let me see. That makes him about sixty-five. 
He may last twenty years longer. ‘Only son 
and heir Thurstan Mowbray, born 18—; resi- 
dence, Auriel Court, Essex,’ etc. So Thurstan 
is just twenty-four. What a pity he isn’t worth 
taking! Now for the Peerage. ‘ Baron Orme 
is of Orme House, Sussex; of 160 Grosvenor 
Square; of Kewford, in ——-shire; and Shells- 
ton, in D———shire,’ ete. ‘That's more satisfac- 
tory, excepting that the son and heir is already 
provided.’ 

She put down the book, and as she did so a 
page fluttered back, and she caught sight of her 
own name. A cloud passed over her face as she 
recognized the familiar entry: ‘“* Merton, the 
Hon, Steuart, born 18—, second son of the late 
Lord Carlton; married the Lady Diana Tartan, 
only daughter of the late Earl of Plaidshire. 
Mr. Merton was lost in the wreck of the Sea 
Snake, in his passage from Calcutta to En- 
gland.” ‘* We had only been married a year,” 
Lady Diana was wont to say, with a heavy sigh, 
whenever she wanted to make capital of this af- 
fliction of the past. ‘* He was going to England 
to see his father, who was very ill. I heard at 
the same time of the death of my poor father-in- 
law and my dear husband.” A few lines were 
written in ink under the formal record of Steuart 
Merton's birth and death, saying that the de- 
ceased was only thirty years of age at the time 
of the disastrous wreck of the Sea Snake; that 
he had been seen exerting himself to the utmost 
to secure the lives of others, but when urged to 
save himself he had sternly declined to take any 
steps to do so, ‘which was the more extraordi- 
nary as he left a young and beautiful bride in- 
consolable for his loss.”’ 

These were the lines at which Lady Diana's 
brow clouded as her eye fell on them accident- 
ally. 

**It was very strange,” she murmured; “I 
never understood it.” A little guilty pang some- 
times thrilled her heart when she remembered a 
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certain flirtation she was indulging in at the time 


of her husband's death ; but she consoled herself | 
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with the reflection that, ‘‘as he never knew it, 
it couldn't hurt his feelings.” That was fifteen 
years ago. 

“ If he had lived he would have been forty- 
five now. Ah; well, perhaps it is better as it is. 
He was a stern man even under the se‘tening of 
the first twelve months of matrimony. < dare 
say he would have led me a life. ‘There can be 
no doubt about it, I suppose,” she continued, as 
she flung down the book and lounged back in 
the sofa. ‘‘He would have been sure, quite 
sure, to have put in an appearance or have been 
heard of before now—fifteen years—of course it’s 
certain. It’s only the pleasant people who stay 
away so long. Milliners’ bills, country cousins, 
insolvent brothers, and disagreeable husbands 
are not to be so easily got rid of.” 

“Nor boy lovers either,” she added, with a 
smile, as the sight of the broken flowers brought 
back her visitor to her mind. 

‘*T wonder what he is doing now; thinking 
of me, no doubt.” So saying Lady Diana curl- 
ed herself round comfortably on the sofa and 
fixed her gaze on a buzzing blue-bottle until the 
fly seemed the whirring ghost of a fly, as her 
eyes closed in sleep. 

As for Thurstan Mowbray, he was sitting on 
a mound of shingle, the sun beating fiercely on 
his head, the foam splashing to his feet, and he 
was whispering his heart’s secret to the incom- 
ing tide, and wondering how it was the waves 
appeared to be so exultantly, so madly glad, and 
the wind so ineffably sweet; how it was that 
the elements seemed filled with dim, mysterious 
hints of happiness. In one instant he drew in 
all earth’s gladness with his breath, and swore 
that life and love were immortality ; in another 
he pined to die, to sob out his last sigh on that 
hand whose remembered caress still thrilled his 
breast. 

In a word, he was four-and-twenty, and in 
love for the first time, and so thought of any 
thing but his luncheon. 


CHAPTER XI. 
THY PEOPLE SHALL BE MY PEOPLE. 


Aza ea was fortunate enough to find Conrad 
the only tenant of the drawing-room when she 
entered it through the window. His nerves re- 
ceived a shock at the unexpectedness of her ap- 
pearance. He was stroking his nose with a ruler, 
and hit himself rather severely in his agitation. 
Then, with tears of pain and enthusiasm, he sol- 
emnly pronounced her to be ‘‘a brick, a first- 
rater, and no mistake.” 

** I've often thought of doing it,” he said, look- 
ing enviously at the scene of the exploit, ‘* but 
was afraid of the rubbing coming down.” 

When his excitement had subsided, Azalea 
found him a most useful ally. 

** Have you got any tin?” he asked. 

** Any what?” said Azalea, mystified. 

“Any tin; that’s the English for money. 
Dear me, you are a muff in some things, Azalea.” 

He lent her a sovereign of his own money on 
the condition that she would return it to him in 
a post-office order as soon as she got home. 

‘*Perhaps you had better give me some ac- 
knowledgment, though,” he added, looking at 
her suspiciously as she put the money in her 
pocket, ** in case any thing happened to you, you 
know.” 

So Azalea Moore avowed, on the leaf of a 
copy - book, that she owed the Hon. Conrad 
Orme the sum of one pound, to be payable two 
days after date. 

‘* If you were to play any tricks, now, I should 
quod you,” he said, darkly. He examined Brad- 
shaw, and told her what trains she was to catch. 
**T'll see you off from the station myself,” he 
said, ‘‘ and take your ticket for you.” 

Azalea thanked him gratefully. 

**] shall never forget it,” she murmured, with 
emotion. 

** All serene,” was his indifferent response, 
and then they started for the station. On arriv- 
ing Conrad ordered the railway officials about 
in the most lordly manner, and as he was very 
well known from his frequent expeditions on the 
line, in company with his father, he was treated 
with respect and attention. 

He gave Azalea directions what to do when 
she got to London, and one of the guards prom- 
ised to see the little girl (‘* who was going home 
to see her sick governor,” Conrad explained) 
safe into a cab, and to dispatch her to the other 
terminus. 

** How can I thank you enoagh, Conrad?” 
the girl said, gratefully. 

Conrad winked. 

**Send me a dozen woodpeckers’ eggs,” he 
whispered. ‘‘They're thought no end of at 
school; they're awfully difficult to find down 
here, and the boys funk putting their hands in 
the cherry-trees, ‘cause of snakes.” 

When Lord Orme heard of Azalea’s flight he 
was immeasurably hurt and mortified. True, 
he had several times condemned his own folly 
for bringing her to an atmosphere so uncongeni- 
al to her nature and education ; he had wavered 
between the secret love he felt toward her and 
his sensibility of the awkwardness of the position 
in which her presence involved him; he had de- 
vised a hundred schemes for placing her in such 
circumstances that her happiness might excuse 
his cowardice; he would dower her handsome- 
ly, although money was not more plentiful with 
him than it is with many other reputed possess- 
ors of thirty thousand a year; he would see that 
she married well; he would, in short, do any 
thing but what was right: it is not so easy to do 
right when the proceeding necessitates the con- 
fession of a long course of wrong. 

As Lord Orme speeded down to Auriel to as- 
certain her safety and see how matters stood 





| he felt himself strangely drawn toward Azalea. 


He felt more like going home as he got nearer 














this neglected child than he ever did when about 
to re-enter his own luxurious house. 

The memory of a tender voice and ever-loving 
face made a welcome for him in Azalea’s greet- 
ing of which she was totally unconscious; in- 
deed, her heart sank with something like a qualm 
of fear when she heard the wheels of Lord Orme's 
carriage drive up to the house ; but she put aside 
her own emotions to soothe those of her fdster- 
father. The exquisite pain with which she had 
first witnessed and understood the extent of his 
illness had not been unmixed with remorse. She 
felt, if she had not deserted him, perhaps this 
dreadful calamity would not have fallen on 
him. 

‘“*T am not going to leave you, dad,” she said, 
in quick response to the expression which -trou- 
bled his eyes, when they heard the approaching 
carriage-wheels. ‘ Nothing in the world could 
make me leave you.” 

The paralytic looked more satisfied, but the 
anxious expression recurred as Lord Orme en- 
tered the room and embraced Azalea, with evi- 
dentemotion. Azalea, who had expected a scold- 
ing, hung her head, abashed. 

‘*T was very sorry,” she stammered, ‘‘ to come 
away like that—but he was so ill, you see.” 

** Yes, I see,” Lord Orme said, gravely. 

He sat down by the sick man’s side, and watch- 
ed him with pity and concern; then he turned 
to the child and drew her toward him, Moore 
following the movement with jealous eye. 

“I’m going to talk to you very seriously, 
Azalea,” Lord Orme said. ‘I can only spend a 
short time here, as I must catch the next train 
to London. I want to take you with me.” 

Azalea shook her head, but Lord Orme 
checked the impending refusal. 

‘Stop! first listen to and then consider what 
I say. The doctors tell me that my little Rosa 
is very delicate, and that for her health’s sake I 
must spend the winter abroad. I shall leave 
England next week.” 

Then he explained to Azalea, in simple and 
explicit terms, what his wishes were concerning 
herself. He wanted her to go abroad with him, 
to be educated like one of his own children; he 
would give her every advantage they possessed. 
She should be independent of Miss Slater; every 
pleasure that wealth could obtain should be lav- 
ished on her. He painted in glowing terms all 
the beauties of the strange countries she should 
visit; he made her see hundreds of snow-hills 
flushed by sunset, and hear the babble of water- 
falls that rumbled down their clefted sides: he 
pictured grand old cities, rich with the beauty 
of their decay, and sumptuous with relics of 
perfect art. He represented to her how differ- 
ent would be her life should she elect to spend 
it with this poor invalid in this dense solitude. 
“You will be sufficiently refined to feel pain in 
associating with peasants,” he urged; “but if 
you grow up to womanhood in no other society, 
it will then be too late to take your place among 
your equals.” He promised that if she consent- 
ed to leave him, the invalid should be surround- 
ed with every comfort that money could procure. 
** He will be better off than he is now; he shall 
have the best medical attendance, and nurses to 
wait on him day and night.” 

He paused, for Azalea had gone to George 
Moore's side and was looking at him with her 
violet eves brimming over with tenderness. 

** Don’t look so miserable, dear daddy,” she 
said. ‘*I am holding your hand tight. "I shall 
not leave go of it.” Then she locked up shyly 
at Lord Orme. ‘‘ You are very kind,” she said, 
‘**and I should like to see Conrad again and the 
beautiful hills of grass; but, you see, when I was 
young and troublesome, daddy took great care 
of me; and it wouldn’t be fair to leave him now 
he is helpless, and I can be of use tohim. I love 
him better than any thing in the world—indeed 
he is the only thing I have to love, except Topaz. 

[I shall never leave daddy again as long as I 
live.” 

She spoke in a tone so unaffectedly sincere 
and firm that Lord Orme felt it would be use- 
less to attempt further persuasion. He turned 
his head away from her. 

‘* She forgave me before she died,” he thought, 
‘*but her child cancels the forgiveness.” He 
then walked up to Moore. 

“You see she is faithful to you,” he said, 
bitterly. ‘‘She will not let me atone for the 
past. You, who can neither move nor speak, 
have more influence with her than I, with all 
the temptations I offer her. I now bid her 
good-by forever. I could not endure to meet 
her in the future with her heart more alienated 
from me, and her manners and tastes dissimilar 
to mine. I shall continue to pay the allowance 
to her name through the County Bank; so that, 
should she survive you, she will have no difficul- 
ty in drawing the money. I hope you will get 
better and live to enjoy many happy years. You 
are a richer man than 1, Moore; for if I were in 
your state, I don’t believe a single creature would 
stay by my side, who was not paid for it.” 

So saying, Lord Orme left the room, and was 
descending the broad oak stairs, when he felt a 
little hand pulling his coat-sleeve. 

**You didn’t say good-by to me?” pleaded 
Azalea. 

‘*But you have said good-by to me for good 
and all,” Lord Orme said, with suppressed pas- 
sion. ‘Then he took her in his arms and kissed 
her. ‘‘Oh! child, child!” he cried, “‘I once 
knew a face like yours—but it never tarned away 
from me as yours has done to-day !” 

** Miss "Zalea!” called old Sally, from the top 
of the stairs, ‘‘ master seems mighty uneasy with- 
out you! Won't ye come back ?” 

Azalea disengaged herself rapidly from Lord 
Orme’s grasp. 

““Good-by! I must go to daddy,” she said, 
hastily. ‘* Please give this packet to Conrad.” 

She turned away as she spoke, and Lord Orme 
gave a last look at her fair head as it flashed 
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past the oak balustrades, and then re-entered his 


George Moore heard the wheels rolling away, 
and his eyes twinkled brightly as they fell on the 
little figure by his side. 

**T should have been miserable without you, 


dad,” Azalea said, interrupting herself in the’ 


middle of a little song she was singing to amuse 
the invalid. ‘‘Why, I'm wretched if I’m not 
1 J > at ou. » 
The old a looked a blessing at her with his 
and the child laid her sunny curls near his 
silver ones, and finished the song in low soft 
tones which lulled the invalid to sleep. The 
sweet gloom of the summer evening closed in on 
them thus, and when, after a short slumber, 
George Moore awoke, it was to the happiness of 
knowing that, waking or sleeping, that little face 
would henceforth keep constant watch over him. 





CHAPTER XIL 
ROBERT DOUGLAS. 


Avtoumy grew older and deepened in warmth 
and color: the ripe berries dropped thickly round 
the barberry-trees, and faint-scented ridges of 
clematis blossom «! on the Auriel window-sills. 
As the red glow faded from the earth, cold hints 
of winter began to blow through the warm scent- 
ed blaze of color; touches of storm moaned in 
the restless swaying of the ash boughs, and the 
winds were full of the freshness of angry curling 
seas and raining clouds. 

At Auriel, broken boughs, drifted leaves, and 
bruised fruit were the only victims to the wind’s 
equinoctial madness, but round the rough edged 
coast the voice of wailing followed the track of 
distressed vessels and submerged boats. On that 
roughest of oft-trodden highways, the British 
Channel, the suffering, if of a less tragic char- 
acter, was scarcely less intense in degree, 

On one of these restless September nights the 
packet from Boulogne to Folkestone only carried 
two passengers who were not in a state either of 
incipient misery or utter collapse. One of these 
exceptions was the captain of a merchant vessel, 
and he viewed the sufferings of his fellow- - 
gers with a benign contempt which volt have 
been hard to bear had not misery made them 
reckless. 

He was a biuff hearty man, and trod the heav- 
ing deck as gayly as if it had been a level mead- 
ow. He enjoyed his cigar, and he whistled tunes 
to the wind, and altogether treated the elements 
as old friends should be treated, with cordial 
ease and bonhomie, He cast many a look at his 
rival in self-possession, expecting every moment 
to see him prostrated as ignominiously as the 
other victims to the rough He was 
even malicious enough to send a puff of smoke 
in the direction of his companion’s moody face ; 
but so far from being discomposed, the latter 
lifted up his head and said: 

**Can you give me a cigar?” 

The sea-captain stared through the gloom at 
the tall figure before him, answering with me- 
fanical politeness, 

** With pleasure, Sir.” 

The stare was given to the poverty-stricken 
aspect of the speaker—the courtesy to his gentle 
high-bred voice. 

‘Thank you,” the owner of the shabby clothes 
said, bowing. “‘ One doesn’t feel so hungry aft- 
er smoking.” 

** We shall get a jolly supper at the Pavilion,” 
the captain said, comfortably. ‘When I'm 
abroad and feel upset by the empty feeling I 
carry away from the d—d thin dinners, I sit and 
plan what I'll have when I get to cozy England 
again. To-night I've planned to have roast 
mutton and batter-pudding. I dare say it's 
roasting now,” he added, meditatively. 

“That must be very nice,” the smoker said, 
moving away, for he was now puffing his cigar 
vigorously and felt disinclined for conversation ; 
but the captain had come to the end of his, and 
followed him-up the deck. 

“‘Isn’t it jolly getting near the home lights 
again?” he remarked, pointing to some faint 
yellow specks that could sometimes be seen be- 
tween the cleft of the waves. 

‘Well, no; not particularly, I think,” the 
smoker said, indifferently. 

“‘Think of one’s dinner, to say nothing of 
one’s wife,” the captain suggested, with his rubi- 
cund face soft with sentiment. “Perhaps you 
haven't got a missus ?” he suggested, presently. 

**T don’t know!” 

** Well, you are a rum ‘un,” laughed the sea- 
man. Perhaps you don't look forward to 
your dinner ?” 

“*T can't say I do.” 

“* What do you look forward to, then ?” 

“ Nothing. 

“* Then why the dickens do you come—I mean, 
Sir—I beg pardon for being so cheeky” (check- 
ing himself); ‘‘ but you quite take the wind out 
of my sails. I can't understand a man not 
knowing whether he has a wife, and not caring 
about English fare.” 

“*I have been away from England a long 
time,” the other observed. 

‘Ah! that makes a difference; dare say you 
don’t know what tricks your wife's been up to. 
There was Bill Somers, of my crew; he was 
very unfortunate in his partner: went abroad 
six times, found her married to a Queen's man 
each time he eame back, and the double family 
came very hard on him. She was a handy wo- 
man, though, hard-working and industrious; 
and a handy woman, whether she’s married to 
one man or six, ain't to be sneezed at.” 

For a moment @ gust of wind carried some 
other of the sea-captain's philosophical doctrines 
to leeward; then he returned again to the at- 
tack. “Do you expect to meet any friends 
there ?” he asked, observing that his companion 
was looking toward the fast-nearing shore. 
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the latter said, slowly. ‘There is one man in 

England who should be glad to remember my 

face ; but I dare say he will fail to recognize it.” 

** Going on to town to-night ?” 

** Yes, I think so.” 

The boat stopped at Folkestone Pier; the sea- 
man looked again at the disreputable hat and 
shabby coat. 

**T've a great mind to ask him to dinner,” he 
thonght; ‘‘ but he looks such a queer cadger ; 
quite the gentleman in his ways, though, and 
seems 80 lonely, too.” 

Feeling bashful with his good intentions, the 
merchantman cleared his throat and stammered, 

“*T say, Mr.—” 

— supplemented the stranger, qui- 
y. 
“Mr. Douglas, will you come and have a 

snack with me? I'm at the Pavilion, and you 

know what I've got for dinner as we!l as I do: 
there'll be plenty for two.” 

** You are very kind,” Mr. Douglas said, pleas- 
antly; “‘ but, my dear Sir, there is one thing an 
Englishman can never forget, however prolonged 
— may have been from the land of his 


** And that is—” 

“The agen | of the British hotel-keeper. 1 
wouldn't for worlds be the cause of doubling your 
remorse when you come to pay the long bill that 
will be presented to you to-morrow morning, 
when you're in too great a hurry to catch the 
train to do more (or less) than curse and pay. 
Joking apart, I must go on to London to-night : 
but I was very grateful to you for that excellent 
cigar; it will be quite as good as a dinner to me. 
Good-night.” 

**Good-night,” the seaman said, regretfully. 
“*T’m sorry you can’t come.” 

** Good-night, and thank you.” 

The man who called himself Douglas disap- 
peared in the darkness in the direction of the 
railway station. He finished a comfortless meal : 
he got into one of the second-class carriages of 
the London train; and while he sits there, the 
lamp-light above shining down on his bowed 
head and crossed hands—delicate, blue-veined 
hands, the refined appearance of which contrast- 
ed oddly with the coarse material of the sleeves 
that circled them—let us give a few words of de- 
scription to this man whom no one welcomed 
back to his native land after an absence of near- 
ly fifteen years. 


hair; the lips full but firmly set, the jaw mass- 
- Power 


But if the grand brow and searching gaze be 
tokened the mind's subtle triumph over matter, 
physical nature reasserted herself in the mouth. 


ments hinted at by full sensual li 

I do not wish to indicate that Robert Douglas 
was the slave of his senses; all his life he had 
been their master; but his intellect, too proud 


ness of emotion, had wondrously intensified the 
glory of youth's carnival days. Unhappily the 
capability to enjoy keenly implies the power to 

Robert Douglas had lived to loathe his life as 
much as he had once reveled in it. He had re- 
Joiced as few men can rejoice, but he had suffer- 
ed as few men have suffered. Ere he had reach- 
ed life's prime the days were no longer bright 
with Hope's allurements for him; his heart 


I have said that he had ceased to fear, and I 
was in so saying. He had one terror, and 
thes wae the apprehension of aught occurring that 
might again make the flame of pain leap in his 
breast. He would have dreaded equally any re- 
turn of his old heart-brightness. Years ago the 
greatness of his joy had aided to break his heart, 
and henceforth he shrunk from the scent of the 
roses as from the memory of their thorns. The 
sweet treachery and the sharp wound were in- 
separably connected. 

It was well for him his mind was as great as 
his heart. An ordinary man might have suc- 
cumbed to fatuous self-indulgence, might have 
sought compensation for the disappointment of 
one sense in reckless prostitution of another ; bat 
the sorrow that had dulled the one great joy of 
his life caused lesser pleasures to appear tasteless 
and insufficient. 

Such was he whom the train was hurrying 
through the tempestuous autumn night on his 
road to London. He knew that no face would 
brighten at his approach, no outstretched hand 
meet his at his journey’s end. The quick rain 
and the bleak wind, the outside of unfriendly 





doors—that was all that would greet him when 
| he left the shelier of the railway terminus. On 


| the whole, Robert Douglas felt more utterly 
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“To the best of my belief I have no friend,” | 








desolate on this the first night of his return to 
his mother country than he had ever done in 
solitudes where the savage jaguar lurked in dense 
shadows ; where the cries of wild animals shrilled 
over a lonely but luxuriant world of tropical vege- 
tation ; where strange-faced beasts looked at him 
through the leaves, and the red man’s shadow 
flitted dark against the sun. 


As whatever art of story-telling I care to pur- 
sue is not of the sensational order, which delights 


| in dead secrets and sudden surprises, I must say 


one word more of this Robert Douglas before I 
proceed. Perhaps the reader has already guessed 
who he is; if not, he will guess it soon; and in 
any case, 1 do not affect to conceal that he is 
Lady Diana's husband, supposed to be drowned 
—Stuart Merton. 


—_ — —— 


CHAPTER XIII. 
SHE IS FOOLING THER. 


Lapy Diana Merton never looked more at- 
tractive than when attired for riding. Her warm- 
hued hair was massed in compact and glistening 
folds high up at the back of her shapely head. 
The throat underneath was fair and round ; deli- 
cately-tinted cheeks glowed through the dark 
shadow of the riding veil, and the smooth, close 
fitting cloth habit showed the full, lithe outline 
Of her figure to perfection. On the morning suc- 
ceeding the stormy night we have described, she 
was standing in her little drawing-room in Lon 
don awaiting the arrival of her horses. She had 
been waiting some little time, for her grooms 
were insolent and ill-paid; but it never irked 
Lady Diana to remain in a place where there 
were mirrors; and for the last few minutes she 
had reveled in the self-content with which the 
reflection of her figure inspired her. Captain 
Mowbray was presently announced, and the lady 
greeted him with a tender clasp of her neatly- 
gloved little hand. 

“* How nice you look!” he said, simply. 

“How very inadequately he expresses it!” 
Lady Diana said to herself, with a covert glance 
at the mirror. 

Thurstan bent his handsome head low near the 
lady's cheek. 

“ Did you hear the storm last night ?” he mur- 
mured. 

“* No,” she answered, unsuspiciously; ‘I slept 
very well.” 

“I did not,” he said, reproachfully. ‘* I never 
do sleep now.” 

She looked up at him with her gray eyes spark 
ling. ‘“‘ Young gentlemen in the army are not 
celebrated for keeping good hours,” she observed, 
sententiously, 

“It is not that,” he said, with agitation; “it 
- 

But what it was must remain a secret in Cap 
tain Mowbray’s troubled mind for the present, 
for a servant opened the door and announced the 
horses. Lady Diana followed quickly down the 


| Stairs. 





“I'm glad he didn’t say too much,” she 
thought, as she looked down with a sweet smile 
on Captain Mowbray’s somewhat lingering en 
deavors to arrange her little foot in the stirrup 
** When they ask me to marry, it's all up with 





me. It brings things to an unsatisfactory con- | 


clusion; for I am obliged to say no, and then 
they find me out.” 

Thurstan Mowbray did not gain another op- 
portunity to-day of saying more than a few words 
to Lady Diana. She was joined by a lady friend 
outside the door, and as the three cantered abreast 
under the pleasant shade of the Row, Thurstan 
could only look his admiration of his mistress 
Town was nearly empty—that is to say, in a 
fashionable point of view—and Captain Mow- 
bray thought a little regretfully of the gold 
leaved country woods, where gray partridges 
were falling like hail under the aim of one or 
two of his brother officers who were fortunate 
enough to own good shooting quarters. ‘ Denzil 
asked me down to his futher’s to shoot,” he ob 
served presently; and Lady Diana, who was al 
ways quick to detect and condemn any one’s self 
ishness but her own, said, scornfully, 

** And pray why did you not go?" 

“*You know why,” he stammered; “ you 
know that I can only get a few days’ leave 
now. Of course I preferred to spend these 
days where you are, and—” 

‘It was too short a time to make it wort! 
while to.go to your friends?” Lady Diana sug 
gested, dryly. 

**Not at all. I might have got two clear days 
shooting at Denzil’s place, and I am a good shot, 
though you mayn't think it; and I do wish you 
had gone down there. I know Lady Denzil 
asked you,” Captain Mowbray said, in an in- 
jured tone. 

‘*I hate staying at other people's houses,” 
yawned Lady Diana. ‘‘One never gets one's 
comforts attended to. It has taken years to 
educate my own household to my wishes. I 
am old enough not to like being crossed in my 
little requirements, I like to be sure that my 
cook is good, my tea strong, my bed a mattress, 
and my letters certain to go to the post. On 
these points one is always helpless, and generally 
thwarted in a strange house.’ 

““I wonder if I could make you happy in a 
house of mine?” Captain Mowbray murmured, 
edging nearer to her side. 

Lady Diana’s mare lashed out at this moment, 
and Captain Mowbray’s horse prudently sidled 
away. 

“I think it was a fly,” the lady said, innocent- 
ly ; and the three cantered on the faster from the 
temporary excitement of the horses. 

*“*Confound the fly,” Thurstan muttered, mo- 
rosely ; and he rode on with a cloud on his brow 
lie had been baffled several times latel I 
efforts to make Lady Diana cloauwly unuers.and 
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his sentiments: in his ignorance he was not 
aware how little so practiced a coquette re 
quired any such enlightenment; and the strug 
gle between the eloquence of his feelings and his 
difficulty in expressing them frequently made 
sore confusion in hix mind 

** He looks handsomest when he's sulky,” Lady 
Diana thonght as she noted ( aptain Mowbray s 
air of depression. “Itica pity one is too tender 
hearted to keep him so Men who are in love 
look such fools when they're pleased,” 

They had come back to Lady Diana's door by 
this time; she looked with satisfaction at her 
lover as he swung himself lightly off his horse 

“Such a perfect figure!” she murmured. “ N 
Captain Mowbray, you can not drink tea with 
me to-day. I expect my aunt.’ Oh, Lady 
Diana!) ‘She's a Quaker, and has an abhor 
rence of dragoons Good-by, and— the rest 
of the sentence reached only his ear as her figure 
swayed forward into his arms and he lifted her tu 
the ground. He looked at her, his face flushed 
with pleasure. 

** You make me so happy!” he stammered, an 
der his breath. Lady Diana smiled a divine 
smile of pity and tenderness, and felt herself t 
be overflowing with the milk of human kindness 


There was a witness to this little scene of whom 
no one took any notice, but nevertheless he ay 
peared to be much interested in the group a 
sembled at Lady Diana's door. This was a ma 
who leaned against the area railings, and look: 
at the lady as she dismounted with # gaze 
steadfast and searching that she noticed it ev: 
in all the flutter of gratified vanity. It was he 
own husband, and she knew him not. 

“What do yon want?’ she said, pausing « 
the steps and gathering up her skirts that they 
might not come in contact with the man’s coarse 
looking garments 

** Nothing,” he answered, shortly, and turned 
away. 

““Mad! poor creature,” Lady Diana said 
compassionately, watching the tall ill-clad fig 
ure as it disappcared down a by-street. Then 
she went up stairs to prepare herself for a new 
visitor—not a Quaker aunt, but a dignitary of 
the Church, 

**] have never yet seen a spooney bishop,” she 
said, meditatively, as she put on a fresh muslin 
robe, and fastened starry blossoms of Cape jas 
mine in her bosom and in the bright folds of her 
hair. ‘‘I wonder what his lordship will think 


| of me, and if he'll find his knowledge of the 


Thirty-nine Articles of any use to him! 


LITTLE MAY. 


On! empty is her littl bed! 
And useless stands my darling’s chair 
That sunny face, that golden head, 
Shall never more rest there 


Oh! silent is the little room 
Where once her childish voice was } 
No sunlight ever breaks the gloom 


The blinds are never stirred 
For little May, fair as the light, 
Fresh as the flowers that bloom and die 
Is singing with the angels bright 
In lands bevond the sky 
- 


JOHN BULL AS A BARKING DOG 


Tue English correspondent of the New York 
Tribune, May 90, writes 

“In the Charing Cross railway station, and 
on the news-stand kem by a Member of Parlia 
ment, may be seen to-day an exhibition of fine 
arts considerably more interesting, for the mo 
ment, than any of the crowded galleries in Pic 
cadilly or Pall Mall 
is displayed, the authors of which have done us 
the honor to take America for the subject of their 
illustrations. The four cartoons are published 
in fuur different papers by courtesy called comic 
and, whatever be the merit of them from an art 
istic point of view, they illustrate very well the 


A series of four cartoons 


popular feeling about tite America laimea 

On page 397 we give copies of the four car 
toous referred to by the Tribune rrespondent 
As they illustrate a pleasant phase of John Bull's 
character, it would be scarcely fair to withhold 
them from our readers. 


AN ELEPHANT NURSE. 


We have seen the elephant engaged in mom 
occupations that would seem to require a quality 
of instinct bordering upon reason—snch, for ex 
ample, as laying water-pipes of great weight in 
their respective trenches with wonderful preci 
sion, lifting guns over bad roads, and punishing 
their brother elephants, when directed by 
mahoats or drivers, by thrashing them with 
heavy chain wielded with tremendous effect 
their long trunks. But the scene d picted 
page 396 shows it in a character which will 
novel to most of our readers The sketcl 
taken at a halting-ground on the high-road ¢ 
Benares, where a party of mahouts, with wu 
families, had encamped for the night I 
wives, engaged in preparing the evening meal, 
had confided their offep: og to the care of one of 
the huge quadrupeds of the party, and it was cu 
rious ad interesting to observe the anxiety of 
the brute to perform the office intrusted to it co 
scientiously, Ew of the babies, more nimbl 
than the others aifused it great anxiety, for ch 
were constantly ufying to craw! beyond the lin 


il- 


|. of the chain teth@*, and more than once had near 


ly succeeded ; Dijthe watchfulness of the nu 


was not to be eluded, and with the utmost gentle 
Was not 
; fi i Jer charges with its hug 


prot luwiy within the limits assigned for 
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A GROUP OF CATTLE. 


them, generally between its fore-legs. 


The mo- 
thers the while seemed perfectly confident as to 


from the pot of rice bubbling in the chula. 
the children’s safety, seldom turning their eyes 


An elephant has just been imported by Mr. J. 
. Frencu, which is the largest specimen ever 


seen in this country. It was presented by the | Sheis 11 feet6 inches high, weighs 12,000 pounds, 
Russian Emperor to Mr. Rosennacnu, and was | and is 30 years old. 


She is represented as being 
brought here by Mr. Cuarves Rice, of London. | kind and docile. 


THE ELEPHANT NURSE. 
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MORGAN’S TRIAL. 


BY HON. EVELYN ASHBY. 


CECY 


(Nors.—Thonsands of our readers, residents of Cen- 


~. tral Georgia, will thank us for placing before them an 


accurate narrative of the Echaconnee Tragedy. When 
this case was under judiciai investigation, as the resi- 
dente of Bibb County are wel! aware, it was surround- 
ed by a halo of mystery which the most experienced 
detectives failed to penetrate or dispel; and although 
the person accused of the murder was released for 
want of sufficient evidence to convict, to this day 
many Georgians doubt the innocence of the Sispect- 
ed party. Fortunately, the mystery which occasioned 
these doubts is now explained, and the narrative will 
be perused with avidity, uot only by Georgians, but by 
the public generally; for, although a record of real 
ife, it possesses all the elements of a romance.—Ené.} 


CHAPTER I 
THE ROHACONNER TRAGEDY. 

Abont the middle of autumn one can find few cli- 
mates more agreeable than that of the middle coun- 
ties of Georgia and Alabama. During the day the air 
a soft purplish haze hangs 
and the evenings are superb. 

Italy can net boast of more gorgeous sunsets than 
those of the Georgian middie connties. The twilight 
is long, and blends slowly with the moonlight, which 
silvers the sandy soll, and sets out the dark pines in 
bold relief. 

Near the swamps which border apon some creek 
there is a peculiar and indescribable charm in these 
moonlight eveniags. The senses seem steeped in the 
perfume of roses and magnolias, while from the dark 
woods come the songs of the mocking-bird, as sweet 
and varied as those of the European nightingale. 


is warm and pleasant 
over the landscape 


But here, as elsewhere, Nature has various moods, 
Sometimes the sun goes down a blood-red disk behind 
a veil of heze, in which, an hour later, the sombre, 
crescent moon is seen above the pines. ‘The air is 


heavy and oppressive, while the songs ofthe mocking- 
bird are exchanged for the piping or frogs and the 
plaintive notes of the whippowil. 

This etate ofthe atmosphere ie particularly observed 
along the Echaconnee—a stream bordered with dank, 
heavy swamps, home of the alligator and deadly moc- 
casin—which runs threngh and forms a part ofthe al- 
viding line between the counties of Bibb, Crawford, 
Atsuch times a presentiment of trouble 


a nameless feeling of coming I! 


and Houston 
eeeme to pervade 
the atmosphere, having a wonderfully depressing ef- 
fect upon the mind. 

On a night like this, some few years ago, Mr. Wil- 
Ham Stannard—a man of five and thirty, and a large 
planter in the County of Houston—sat on the veranda 
of his house, slowly puffing hie Havana in the shadow 
ofa ldtye magnolia. Very quiet he sat, moving only 
now and then when he indolently took the cigar from 
his mouth and blew out a long cloud of smoke; 

Perhaps Mr. or Colonel Staunard was not a “very 
handsome man,” yet there was something very strik- 
ing in bis appearance. Tal) and slight as his frame 
appeared, it wae muscular and compact, while his 
shoulders seemed to grow in breadth upon you. Great 
muscular power was concealed beneath the lazy grace 
of hie manner. 

Hile hazel eves were placid and kindly, his brown 
moustache and imperial filled all defects of outline, 
aud his hand was emall and white enough for a lady. 
Sitting there under his own vine and fig-tree, he look- 
ed exactly what be was—a man of travel and of cul- 
ture—a wealthy planter—a man satiefied with himself 
and the world. 

Bot ov this night his mind was nnasually depress- 
ed. A nist was gathering over the valley, and as his 
eyes turned toward The belt of woods marking the 
Echacennee line, he saw the half-obscured new moon 
slowly drooping behind the pines. The stars were 
hidden, and in the dim light the fire on his cigar threw 
fitful cireles about his chair. 

Presently the cigar was forgotten, and fancy cafMed 
away his soul. A vision had come to bim—a vision 
f the sweet girl he loved Beauti- 
Why had she come to haunt him 
when nearly overpowered in his struggle to forget 
her? Had he not given her up to ancther? Was he 
not reconciled to the thought of her being Alfred 
Guerry's wife? No; it was useless to deceive him- 
self—he loved her still. It was madness to think of 
her. 

At that very moment was onother in agony of doubt 
and fear. At that moment Cecy Morgan was kneel- 
ing beside ber bed, in the old house beyond the creek, 
clutching the coverlet in ber hand, and—thinking of 
him. But, Jost parted with her betrothed, she had 
come to pray away her doubts. She wished to love 
Alfred Guerry—she had promised to be his wife; but 
she kuew that she loved another. Stannard could not 
love her, she thoughi, and she would make Alfred a 
good wife. 

Sti] Stannard wondered at his depression, but at 
length rose from his chair. “Pehaw!" he muttered, 
“why should I bother my head with thinking. It 
loes me no good. Sir Philip Sidney was right when 
he sald, ‘Reason can not show itself more reasonable 
than to leave reasoning on things above reason.’” 

The air grew damp and heavy. A southerly wind 
was rising, which, sighing through the trees, made the 
night #till more uncomfortabie. Throwing away his 
cigar after one long puff, he paused to watch the pa- 
rabola of light until it ended in a bed of garden violets, 
and shone like a glow-worm among the leaves. 

He retired, but only to find his slamber broken and 
uneasy, A sence of impending il) hone heavy on his 
mind, Throughout the long night, it seemed to him, 


Cecilia Morgan ! 


ful Cecy Morgan ! 


he was rolling and tossing abont, but near morning he 
was suddenly roused with a vague consciousness that 
somebody was calling him. 

That it was not a dream he soon learned, for he 
sprang out of bed as he heard @#harp “halloa” at the 
gate, and a quick “ rat-tat-taf” upon it with a stick. 

Throwing up the window, he #aw through the dark- 
ness of the morning thé dim otitline of a man on horse- 
back. ame 658) om webs ° 

“What is it?” he called quickly. 

“Please go up to i sir. The old man 
is—" > TOM as) ee 

A gust of wind slammed the blind in his face, and 
he barely catfight the word*‘déetor,” as the horseman 
disappeared. * ” 

“That was Morgan's man,” he mused, hurriedly 
throwing On his Clothes ; “ft wad Ogletree's voice—I 
wonder what is wrong on the til.” 

In less than halfawhour he was galloping down the 
road. Passing the last patch of woods, his horse shied, 
and, on looking around, "he caught a mere glimpse of 
two men sinking down behind a fallen tree. In a sec- 
ond the names of Alfred Guerry and old Abner Hawks 
came into his mind. Was it really they, and at such 
an hour, in such a place? He turned his horse quickly 
into the wood, but saw no One. It was daybreak, but 
still dark and stormy, when'he arrived at Morgan's 
house. Half a dozen hounds answered his call, and 
amid their noise a negro spoke. 

“What's the matter?” Stannard asked quickly. 

The yelping of the dogs prevented him hearing the 
reply. Two negro men were by the door, but too ter- 
rifled to speak. Stannard pushed open the door to the 
left, and a dreadful sight met his gaze. 

Lying upon the bed shouting or talking incoherent- 
ly, and wildly swinging his arms about, was old Mor- 
gan, his ghastly face covered with blood, his hands 
gashed and bleeding. 

With a quick glance Stannard took in the details of 
the room, observing many signs of a struggle. One 
window was broken, the chairs were in confusion, the 
inner door hung by one hinge, while spots of blood 
were plentiful about the floor. 

Squatted in the corners were the house-servants, 
wailing loudly; and at the foot of the bed kneeled the 
old man's daughter, Cecilia—a girl of one and twenty, 
and of uncommon beauty. 

Stannard was shocked at her appearance. 
not seem to recognize him. 


She did 


—who has—has—" 

He pansed abruptly as he saw she heeded not his 
words. Seeing the terrified condition of all, he caught 
oue of the old man’s hands. 

“Why Morgan,” he said, holding firmly upon the 
hand, “‘ what is the matter? Be quiet, won't you?” 

At the sound of his voice Morgan ceased struggling, 
and turned his head a little on one side, as if trying to 
catch the tone again. 


up a little.” 

Slowly the wounded man opened his eyes, but it was 
some time before he seemed to be conscious. Stan- 
nard spoke again: 

“My dear olé friend! 
Don't you know me?" 

The wild eyes tarned full npon him now, and a look 
of recognition was apparent. With a few convulsive 
pushes Morgan bared his breast, displaying a mass of 
bloody wounds. 

“See, boy—see, my boy—” 

He gurgled ont the words, and looked at Stannard, 
who started back at the horrid sight. 

* Good Heaven, Morgan! who has done this? Who 
could have done it? 

Grasping bis throat with one hand, and gasping for 
breath, the old man pointed to his daughter. 

“She—my boy—she—" 

A rush of blood choked him for a moment, and Stan- 
nard’s eyes followed the gaunt finger. Miss Morgan 
watched intently. 

“She—she has—has been—my—<death,” said the old 
man, with great difficulty. 

With a wall of despair, Miss Morgan fell to the floor. 
Stannard sprang to her side, pushing against Doctor 
Trippe, who was just entering, after being a silent wit- 
ness to this painful scene. 

Carrying Cecy to her room, Stannard returned to 
find that life was extinct. 

“A bad business,” said Trippe, who was examining 
the wounds. 

“Horrible! horrible!" Stannard replied, throwing 
himself upon a lounge. In a semi-conscions state he 
watched the physician probe and measure the wounds. 
At length Trippe turned from his work. 

“A sad case, Stannard,” he said, stroking his beard ; 
“but I feared it long ago.” 

“It is sad, doctor, but I can not believe it.” 

“Believe what, Stannard?" Trippe asked. 

“You heard what Morgan said? I can never believe 
she—that Miss Morgan—" 

The sentence was not completed, for Stannard sprang 
to his feet and looked toward the door. Trippe turned 
also, and there, before them, iooking like a ghost or a 
marble statue, stood Cecilia Morgan, accused of mur- 
der. 

With open eyes, which seemed to look through them 
rather than at them, and the steady gaze of a somnam- 
bulist, Miss Morgan turned to the doctor, and gently 
passed her hand across her forehead. 

“Will he die, doctor? will he die? Ob, doctor, 
please tell me!" 


Do look at me a minnte. 


“My dear Miss Morgan, this is no place for you 
now ; come, let me help you back.” 

“ But, doctor, I want very much to knew, for I have 
a particular—a particular—" 

Once more she passed her hand slowly across her 
brow, a gesture that was inexpressibly painful to the 
men before her. 

“Doctor,” she continued, “do tell me; I've a very 
particular reason for wishing to know the truth.” _ 

“Poor girl!” said Trippe, fn an undertone: “the 
shock has been too much for ber. 
dering.” 

They took her gently by the arms, and, half support- 
' ing her, walked toward the door; but she saw the body, 


Her mind is wan- 





“Oh, Cecy! for Heaven's sake tell me—tel! me, Cecy | 


“Don't you know me, Morgan? Speak tome. Look | 
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covered over with the sheet, and knew the worst. With 
a touching cry, she sank unconscious at their feet. 

Once more Stannard carried her out in his arms, 
and, leaving the doctor by her side, ran for water. 
Crowding about the doors were the plantation ne- 
groes, uttering their peculiar wail—as terrible as that 
of the Greek weepers—while down on the hearth, al- 
most in the ashes, the house-girl crouched like a 
frightened hare. 

It was with difficulty that the water was obtained ; 
but, snatching the bow! from a mammy’s hand, he ran 
back to Miss Morgan's room. He was about to eprin- 
kle her face, when Trippe checked him. 

“ Never mind that now, she’s reviving a little. Come 
in here: I want to—to—" Trippe started on, Stannard 
following, and paused by Morgan's body. 

“T want to explain to you,” Trippe began, “ that— 
that—” 

Ogletree, the overseer, interrupted the explanation. 

“ I came in to see if I could help you any.” 

“I don’t know as you can, Ogletree ; not just now. 
Have you sent for any one” 

“I saw one of Carrol’s boys, and told him there's 
bin an accident at our house. I didn’t like to tell him 
the truth.” 

“You are right. On second thought you may send 
for Simmons. He'll have to hold an inquest ; and you 
might—” 

A noise at the gate interrupted the doctor’s remark. 
Stannard went to the window. 

“T believe Raborn is here, Trippe. Yes, here comes 
Carrol, too. Bad news travels fast in the country, 
doctor. I don’t think you'll have to send for any 
one.” 

“Perhaps not,” Trippe answered, thoughtfully. 
“On the whole, Ogletree, you may go for Simmons. 
Ask him to stop at my house when he comes by.” 

Ogletree went out, showing in the newcomers. Stan- 
nard joined them in the dining-room. Suddenly Trippe 
broke in upon his story. 

“Carrol, do you know if Simmons is at home?” 

“TI believe so, doctor: he was yesterday. One of 
his boys has a wife at my place, and when he went 
home this morning he seen you riding by at the crack 
of day. I suspicioned that Morgan was sick, so rid 
over, and—" 

Trippe turned his back to cut short the story. Stan- 
nard was again beginning to tell all he knew, when 
the doctor talled him. 

“I forgot tc give you a word of caution, Stannard. 
There's no curbing gossip, you know, so we must say 
nothing about—" A nod toward Miss Morgan's cham- 
ber completed the remark. 

“Certainly not, doctor—by no means.” 

“T only feared an inadvertent remark which a word 
might prevent.” 

The neighbors came in rapidly, the women taking 
possession of the house. Leaving the first to repeat 
the story, Stannard went to the fatal room and sat by 
the fire. Despite the hard character Morgan had 
borne, his death was regretted by all. He had been 
a second father to Stannard. Presently Trippe tonch- 
ed his shoulder. 

“T'm obliged to go home for a time, Stannard ; you 
can stay?" 

“ Yes—that is, I'll ride home and come back.” 

“Don't be long, Stannard—we must see to Miss 
Morgan, you know.” 

“Of course, of course,” Stannard answered, absently. 

‘She's better now,” Trippe continued ; “keep the 
negroes quiet and we'll fix it all right." 

** Yes, we'll fix it—all right! all right!” 

Trippe smiled at Stannard's abstracted manner. 

“T believe he is wandering, too,” Trippe said to 
himself, as he crossed to the group of men. 

“Tl see Simmons when he comes by,” he began 
abruptly, “and we'll fix the inquest at two o'clock.” 

“Suppose you make it twelve o'clock, if it's all the 
same to you,” Carrol suggested. 

“Very good; say twelve, then. I said two becanse 
I wanted to take a bit of sleep meanwhile; but no 
matter.” 

“Is the settlement unhealthy, doctor ?” 

“ By no means, Carrol ; on the contrary, it is uncom- 
monly healthy. I was up with Roper'’s wife—she has 
a fine boy.” 

“Thus it is,” mused Stannard, as he sat with folded 
arms by the smouldering fire. “Thus it is that the 
young come on the stage and the old step from it. 
Who can tell the future of this young actor, whose 
coming is thus announced !" 

His reverie was broken by hearing Trippe mount his 
horse. He run ont in time to see the doctor's thor- 
oughbred give two or three spirited bounds, then 
strike away in a swinging gallop. 

“That horse is too wild for a doctor—even a heavy- 
weight like Trippe,” he eaid, mounting his own filly 
and starting after his friend. 

Down the hill, along the muddy bottom, across the 
bit of corduroy leading to the bridge, he slowly rode, 
checking his horse still more as he came to the bridge 
itself. 

“The creek must be rising,” he thought, as he no- 
ticed the little pools around the cypress roots; and, 
turning his horse to the right as he came to the stream, 
Stannard looked over to see how high the water had 
already risen. 

As he did so, he started back with horror; for down 
there, some four feet below—his feet in the water and 
his body lying across a cottonwood log—was Doctor 
Trippe. 

To spring down, to raise the wounded head, to find 
the heart throbbing feebly, was the work of a mo- 
ment. Life seemed fast ebbing away. Pulling the 
body from the creek, Stannard wrapped his own coats 
about it, then rode back for help. 

In five minutes a party of whites and blacks were 
hurrying down the road. They sprang from the 
bridge, and again Stannard bent over the body. The 
men gathered around in silence and awe. 

“T found him so,” said Stannard, pointing; “his 
feet in the water—his head down upon that knot.” 

“Thar's no signs of a fight here—his horse must 
have shied and throw'd him.” 

“Probably you are right, Barton. Wonder what 
could have started him there ?” 

“ Any thing or nothing. The devil's in that beast, 
any how. Aiken, thar, heer’d me tell the doctor on’y 




















t'other day that that horse ‘nd be the death of him. 
Don't you remember what I said, Ira?” 

“Yes; you said you knew him of old. and—” 

“Told him about the brute’s throwing a man in 
Macon, killin’ 'm's dead’s a—door nail.” 

“Broke his neck short off,” muttered Aiken in re- 
sponse. 

“Come, come, boys—bear a hand, now,” said Stan- 
nard. “Let's get the doctor to my house. You must 
use my coats for a litter till Ican send back blankets.” 

They raised the heavy body above the rail, the un- 
conscious head rolling from side to side. 

“Easy with him, boys—easy,” said Stannard, as 
Trippe’s head struck the rail. “Take care there, 
Dick! what the deuce are you doing?” he continued, 
in no gentle tone. 

Just then a negro stripped off his own coat and 
gave it to Stannard, who was shaking with cold. 

“No, no, Aleck, keep your coat?” 

“Do take it, Mars’ William. I kin stand de cold 
better’n you kin.” 

The boy's earnest face touched him. Stannard was 
ever considerate of the feelings of the negroes, and a 
kind master. He saw a refusal would be misunder- 
stood, so took the coat, and rode quickly home. In 
a moment a boy was riding back with blankets, one 
pair being for the black shoulders of Aleck. 

“It was easier work with strong blankets for a lit- 
ter, and in a short time Trippe was lying in bed. 
They ponred a few spoonfuls of brandy down bis 
throat, and had the satisfaction of finding that. his 
heart beat all the stronger for the the stimulant. 

“We'll take some onrselves, presently,” Stannard 
aaid, “but first let us think about getting a doctor. 
His wife must be sent for, too. Barton, where can we 
send?” 

*Macon’s nighest; but the train has just gone up. 
You might catch the down train for Fort Valley.” 

“That's true. Barely time for it, thongh,” he an- 
swered, looking at his watch. “I'll send for Doctor 
Pierce.” 

Hastily writing the notes, two boys were sent off on 
these errands. 

Breakfast was ordered, and the negroes sent to the 
kitchen. 

Aleck lingered behind the rest. 

“ Well ?” Stannard interrogated. 

“Here's your blankets, marster,” the boy said, ex- 
tending them. 

For the first time Stannard remembered that he 
wore the boy's coat, and promptly took it off. 

“Thank you, Aleck; you did me a service.” 

Aleck took the coat, but still held out the blankets. 

“Keep them—keep them, Aleck. You shall have 
them for being so thoughtful and kind. You see one 
loses nothing by being so, Aleck.” 

A look of pride passed over the boy's face, but he 
appeared to leave reluctantly. Stannard was lost in 
thought, and stood stroking his moustache when the 
boy again spoke. 

“ Mars’ William, I'd ruther you wouldn't give ‘em 
to me for that.” 

“Tut, tut, Aleck; why not? You earned them fair- 
ly. Remember that one never loses by being kind to 
others.” 

“I want to be that, Marster, without lozes o: 
gains.” 

Stanaard looked up in surprise. 

“My boy,” he said kindly, “ you rebuke me justly, 
and I beg your pardon for uttering an unworthy ser- 
timent. Take the blankets, Aleck, for the lesson you 
have given me; and if ever you need a friend, come 
to me.” 

Puzzled a little, and a good deal alarmed at his own 
boldness, Aleck went out quickly. 

“Who would have thonght that he was such 8 
castist?” Stannard said to himself. ‘He surprised 
me, really. He has shown me how true is the saying 
that nobleness of soul may often be found with an 
uncomely body. There's real stuff in that boy—pity 
there’s not more of it in those men drinking yonder.” 

He looked at them scornfully, but still went in to 
them. 

“You must make yourselves at home, and cal! for 
what you want. I can not stay with you, but will 
meet you at the inquest. Excuse me, please.” 

Stannard weut into the room where Trippe was 
lying, and soon fell into.a reverie over these eudden 
events. He was roused at length by a woman's shriek, 
and turned to see the doctor's wife throw hemelf upon 
the insensible body of her husband. 

Bad news does travel fast in the country. It was 
some time before Stannard could get Mrs. Trippe calm 
enough to hear the story. 

“What do you think of him, Colonel Stannard? 
Do you—think he—he will—die?" The poor wife 
could barely sob out the words. 

“T hope not; indeed, I hope not!” Stannard said, 
warmly. Tears came to his own eyes at the thought. 
Dr. Ham. Pierce will be here in an hour or two—” 

“ hot sooner ?” 

‘*He could hardly get here before the train—it will 
not be long now.” 

“Who could have injured him?” she again sobbed, 
kiesing the limp hand in her own. “ Who could have 
injured him? He had not an enemy in the world.” 

“Tt may have been an accident, you know. We 
must not judge too hastily,” he said, with an attempt 
at consolation. “I was but little behind him, and 
saw no one. I thought I saw old Hawks this morn- 
ing, but—” 

“Old Abner Hawks f" asked Mrs. Trippe, eagerly. 

“Yes, I thought I did; but it was a mistake—”" 

‘*It was he, Colonel Stannard. I had forgotten that 
old wretch. He has a grudge against my husband, 
I don’t know for what, and has threatened him. The 
doctor always laughed at it.” 

“ But I was mistaken in—" 

“Oh! Lam sare, Colonel Stannard—very sure. This 
is the work of old Abner Hawks. And Mr. Morgan? 
Have yon thonght of that, also?” 

“ Heavens !” ‘honght Stannard, as this new revela- 
tion burst upon his mind; ‘‘ Heavens! can old Hawks 
have murdered the two? I did not think of this con- 
nection! And Alfred Guerry ?” 

The very thought made him shudder. Turning 
again toward the bed, he saw the fond wife's cheek 
pressed close to her husband's, while her whole frame 
was shaken by her sobs. The continuation of “THE 
ILLEGAL MARRIAGE; on, Ceroy Moroan's Tra,” 
will be found in No. 32 of the NEW YORK WEEKLY, 
now ready and for sale by every News Agent through- 
out the Union. The price is Srx Cewrs, but in cases 
where Agents have to pay extra freight, a higher price 
is charged. When there is a News Agent in the town. 
we desire our friends to get the N. Y. WEEKLY 
throngh him. When sent by mail, single copies, $3 
perannum. Specimen copies sent free. STREET & 
SMITH, Proprietors, 55 Fulton Street, New York.— 
(Advertisement. } 
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FACTS FOR THE LADIES. 


My Wueecer & Wrson has been in almost 
daily use, Sabbaths excepted, for over ten years, 
doing the work, both coarse and fine, for a fam- 
ily which, for seven years, consisted of more than 
forty persons. During the whole ten years it 
has needed no repairs of any kind, and its con- 
dition is so good now that I would not exchange 
it for a new machine. So perfect is its ranning 
order that it has not required a second needle in 
over three years. Mrs. Wa. A. Openton. 

Union Point, Ga. 





Pumrinc Warer.—The best, most econom- 
ical way of doing this drudgery is by using 
Ertcsson’s Catoric Pump; of late greatly im- 
proved and rendered noiseless, it is perfectly 
safe, does not get out of order, and is easily man- 
aged by any servant. For ten years past it has 
been in constant use in many of the finest houses 
on Murray Hill and at a large number of country 
seats, giving perfect satisfaction, and thus prov- 
ing its durability and efficiency. One always in 
operation at the office, 164 Duane St.—{ Com. } 


DECAY DEFEATED. 


Tue teeth should last a lifetime. They will 
do so if regularly cleaned with Sozopont. All 
its ingredients are preservative, and one of them 
—the bark of the South American Soap-Tree 
called Quillay, from Quillien, to wash or purify 
—protects the enamel from every destructive 
agency. —{ Com. } 








So far as we know, Rocxwoop, 839 Broad- 
way, has the most varied experience and the 
most extensive apparatus for landscape and me- 
chanical photography in the country. He is 
frequently employed by the Harrers and by the, 
Central Park Commissioners.— Scientific Amer- 
ecan. 





Buryetr’s Cocoarse is the most perfect 
Hair Dressing in the world. It removes dan- 
druff, and is the most reliable remedy for bald- 
ness and irritation of the scalp.—{ Com. ] 





To remove Moru Parcues, Furcx es, and Tan from 
the face, use Pexn/’s Moru anw Faroxite Lotioy. 
Prepared only by Dr. B.C. Pexny, 49 Bond 8t., N. Y. 
Sold by all Druggists.—({ Com.) 





Dysrrrsta Tasers cure Indigestion, Heartburn, and 
Sour Stomach. Fifty Cents per Box. Mailed for 60c. 
Sold by druggists. 8. G. Wec.uwe, 571 Broadway. 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 


HONOGRAPHY —the Best Short-Hand—all 
about it, in No. 45 VISITOR, 15 cents, postpaid. 
A. J. GRAHAM, 03 Broadway, New York. 


RIVERS OF 
IMPURE BLOOD 


Flow and vibrate through the 
systems of those tainted with 
Scrofula, Salt-Rheum, Bar- 
ber’s Itch, Eruptions or Pim- 
ples on the Face, Roughness 
or Redness of the Skin, &c. 
Stafford's IRON AND SUL- 
PHUR POWDERS cleanse 
and drive out all impurities. 
and effect an immediate an 
permanent cure. 

SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


1 Package, 12 Powders, $1; 3 Packages, 
36 eden, $250. Mailed Free. 
HALL & RUCKEL, 218 Greenwich 8t., N. Y. 











OROIDE GOLD WATCHES (Ladies’ and Gentle- 
men's) are manufactured on scientific principles ; 
Hunting Cases; American Patent Levers and Anchor 





p nt mov ts; are jeweled, en; -turned, 
elaborately engraved; have Patent Compensation 
Spiral Spring, impervious to atmospheric influence ; 
gpm correct time. As to appearance, style, fin- 

h, durability, &c., have never been equaled or sur- 
passed by Watches of the most rare and cost! 
scription. Warranted one year. Fine Swiss 
ments, $12 & $15; Patent American Fac-simile Wal- 
tham Watches, fall jeweled, $20; Chronometer Bal- 
ance, $25 each. aborately engraved. Also mag- 
nificent Oroide Gold Chains, $6, and $7 each. Sent 
every where, tc be paid for on delivery. Express Co's 
will exhibit, when requested, previous to payment, on 
receipt of charges both ways. The statement made 
elsewhere as to the exclusive knowledge of manufac- 
ms Se &c., we can prove to an absolute 

‘alae The genuine Oroide Gold Watches can only 

obtained by ordering directly from us. 
JOHN FOGGAN, Pres’t Onome Gory Warton Co., 
79 Nassau Street, New York. 





OOSEY'S MUSICAL CABINET.—A Complete Li- 
brary of Modern Music for Voice and Piano-forte : 


Cnortx’s Varsrs, complete...............++- SOc. 
Erenreren Bartrowe avyp Bass Songs....... 50. 
Berruoven's 45 Onraruvat WaLrzes......... SOc. 
Compiere Orgras ror Piano, each......... SOc. 


ied on receipt of price. Catacoours Frer. 
BOOSEY & CO., 644 Broadway, N. Y. 


CHILDREN’S CARRIAGES, =xs% 


. reduced 
to $85. Carriages for $25. LEWIS P. TIBRALS, 
478 Broadway, below Broome St. 





-—VIA— 
NEWPORT AND FALL RIVER. 
NARRAGANSETT STEAMSHIP COMPANY. 


THE 
WORLD-RENOWNED STEAMERS 


BRISTOL and PROVIDENCE, 


Commander BRAYTON, Commander SIMMONS, 
WILL LEAVE (Alternate Days) DAILY, 
FROM PIER No. 28 NORTH RIVER 
(Foot of Murray Street), 

—AT 5 P.M.— 
DODWORTH'S CELEBRATED ORCHESTRA, 
ingieting teen, string, and reed bands, will be attach- 

ed to each steamer on its passage. 


Grand Promenade Concert 
EVERY EVENING. 
THIS IS THE ONLY LINE RUNNING A SUNDAY 
NIGHT STEAMER. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 

On and after MONDAY, June 7, the steamers 
BRISTOL and PROVIDENCE will leave for Boston, 
via Fall River, from Pier No. 360 North River (foot of 
Chamber St.), daily (alternate days), at5 P.M. For 
the better accommodation of the public, the splendid 
steamers NEWPORT, Commander Lewis, and OLD 
COLONY, Commander Miiier, have been added to 
this line, and will leave for Boston, via Newport and 
Fall River, daily (Sundays excepted), at 7 P.M., from 
Pier No. 28 North River. That there may be no mis- 
understanding regarding the placing of the lines, let 
it be understood that Boston passengers can go by 
either line, via Fall River, arriving in Boston the fol- 
lowing morning at 634, or via Newport by steamboat, 
Express Trains arriving in Boston at 844 the following 
morning. Newport passengers will be much better 
accommodated by leaving New York on the boats at 7 
o'clock, as they will not distarbed in the morning. 

Shippers can ship in New York up to 7 o'clock each 
evening for Boston. 


JAMES FISK, Jr., 
Managing Director. 


M. R. SIMONS, General Superintendent. 
CHAS. H. VAILE, General Passenger Agent. 


HERMAN TROST & Co. 


Nos. 48 and 50 Murray 8t., N.Y. 


FRENCH CHINA DINNER SETS, 
TEA SETS, 
VASES, ke., ke., 
PARIS BRONZES, 
PARIAN MARBLE STATUETTES, 
CRYSTAL TABLE GLASSWARE, 
BOHEMIAN GLASSWARE, 
LAVA ARTICLES, 
HOUSEKEEPING GOODS. 


IN PARIS, 
__ 130 Faubourg St. Denis. 





AT IMPORTERS’ PRICES. 
SOLID GOLD 


Howtrve-Case Lapres' Warones, First Quality, Lever 
Movement, Full Jeweled, Adjusted Balance, Regulated 
and Warranted, $36. Lepine Movement, Gold Bal- 
ance, $32. FINE SILVER 
Gents’ Howtiwe-Case Warours, Lever Movement, 
First Quality, $14; Extra Quality, $16. 
IMPERIAL DUPLEX 
Engraved Movement, Ruby Jewels, Sweep Seconds, 
Su.ver Howrine Cases, $15. 
AMERICAN MOVEMENT 
2-oz. Silver Cases, $15; Full Jeweled, $16. 
SOLID GOLD 
Gents’ Huwtrve-Case Warours, First Quality, Lever 
Movement, Full Jeweled, Adjusted Balance, Regulated 
and Warranted, $45; Extra Quality, $48; and Watches 
of e description, equally low, sent by ~~ to 
be paid for after they have been received and efam- 
ined. Any Watch received from us may be returned 
or exchanged if not giving perfect satisfaction. Full 
Descriptive Price-Lists sent free. 


8. H. MOORE & CO., Importers, 
52 & 54 JOHN ST., NEW YORK. 


C.C.PARES & CO., 
Bankers and Brokers, 


No. 38 Broad and 34 New Sts., 


== New York. 
SWEET ) 
QUININE 





Sweer Quinyye t¢ warranted 
equal—dose fur dose—to the 
sulphate (bitter) Quinine, with 
the important advantage of be- 
ing sweet, instead of bitter. 

vareta is Ortom Purctriep 
of ite sickening and poisonous 
roperties ; it is the most per- 
SV APNI \ fect Anoprxer and Soornine 
4 4 Ortate yet discovered. 
Sold by druggists, prescribed by best physicians. 
STEARNS FARR, & CO., Chemists, New York. 


~ ‘PRY THE BEST 


ONE DOLLAR SALE 


N THE COUNTRY. 
If required, Agents NEED NOT PAY FOR 
T goons UNTIL DELIVERY. 
Agents wanted every where. Send for Circular. 
8. C. THOMPSON & CO., 
136 Federal Street, Boston, Mass. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING. 


Cheapest and Best Portable Presses. 
MEN axp BOYS MAKING MONEY. 


Price of Presses, $5, $12, $16. Offices, $15, $20, $30. 
Send for a circularto LOWE PRESS C©O., 
15 Spring Lane, Boston, Mase. 





ANTED — AGENTS —to sel] the Amert- 
can ae Machine. Price $%. The 
nD 





simplest, chea and best Knitting Machi in- 
vented. Will knit 20,000 stitches r7y Liberal 
inducements to Avente, Address AMERICAN KNIT- 


TING MACHINE VO., Boston, Muss., or St. Louis, Mo. 


Agents! Read This! 


WE WILL PAY AGENTS A SALARY 
of $30 per week and expenses, or allow a 


HARPERS WEE 


KLY. 








HITCHCOCK'S 


DIME MUSIC. 


In presenting to a generous and appreciative pub- 
lic this new series, we feel that we are more fully meet- 
ing the popular demand for select music at a low price 

To properly compena:te Authors, and thereby to stim- 
ulate native talent, ie a cardinal feature of our under- 
taking ; while to place upon the Piano rich gems, re 
quiring more space than the Half-Dime Series affords, 
induces the jnaoguration of the Dime Series, which it 
is believed will accomplish both of these aims. 

The abundant success which has crowned the advent 
of the Half-Dime Series removes any hesitancy we 
might have felt in placing this new series before the 
ps slic. Both will be published weekly, and the num 
bers multiplied rapidly aa possible. Parents can rest | 
assured that, in future as in past, our publications wil 
be scrupulously free from any thing that bas an im 
moral or hurtful tendency, so that those who subscribe | 
for the numbers as issued will find nothing to offend 
even the most fastidious taste. The following are 

NOW READY: 
. Anvil Chorus. 
M, Soul to God, my Heart to The>. 
Wedding March. 
. It is better to Laugh. 
. Orphee Aux Enfers Galop. 
. Sleep Well, Sweet Angel. 
The Deibi Galop. 
Nelly Oarey. 
The above can be obtained of Music and Periodical 


Nos. 


Piao me ome 


Removed to 33 
THE COLLINS 


WATCH FACTORY. 


from 37 Nassau Street to their splend d 
No. 885 BROADWAY 
how heen in 


where the Genuine Collins Met 
ry can be had. 





dealers generally. Mailed (postpaid) on receipt of 
price, TEN CENTS each. 

B. W. HITCHCOCK, Publisher, 
24 Beekman St., New Vork. 
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LIVIAGSTON'’S PATENT 


BRACED WEB SAW. 


PATENT GROUND, 





This ie acknowledged to be the best saw 
and in more general use than any other in 
the United States. For Sale by all firet~ 
Hardware Dealers. Made by the 

LIVINGSTON MANUFACTURING CO., 

& BEEKMAN &8T., N. Y. 


"$20 A DAY to Male and Female 


Agents to introduce the BUCKEYE $20 SHUTTLE 
SEWING MACHINES. Stitch alike on both sides, 


uss 


he market sold for less than $40. All others are in 

ringements, and the seller an 

ecution and imprisonment. Full particulars free. 
Address W. A. HENDERSON & CO., 


Cleveland, Ohio. 


IXETER 
A Theological Romance. 
v + 5) per Month guaranteed. Sure pay 
$100 lo $250 Salaries paid week\y to Agents 
every where selling our Patent Bverlasting White Wire 


Clothes Lines, Call at, or write for particalars to, the Gi 
rard Wire Mills, 261 North Third St., Philadelphia, Pa 


American News Co. T5c. 


ATENTS. Munn & Co., Editors Scien- 
tifie American, 37 Park Row, New York 
T wenty-three years’ experience in obtaining 
AMERICAN AND EUROPEAN PATENTS. 
Opinions no charge. A pamphlet, 108 pages of law 
and information, free. Address as above 


GENTEEL BUSINESS for either rex. No 
previous knowledge of the same or capital re- 
uired This i* no advertising scheme, but comes 
fen a reliable business firm. Thousands of dollars 
can be made by addressing T. W. EVANS & CO 


41 South Sth St., Philadelphia. 
\ make $50 a week in our new business? 


done in-door by either sex. fe have 100 new arti- 
cles never before introduced, and wanted in every 
house. Samples sent on receipt of 10 cents. Address 
WALTER HOLT, 102 Nassau St, New York. 
4, wy" NAME PLATES, cut for the 
STEN( IL trade. Ageuts wanted. Good pay 


given. H. OSBORN, Peabody, Mass 


G 


THY will you work for $1 50 a Day, when you can 


and BLASTING POWDER maunufactured by the 
SCHAGHTICOKE CO., Schaghticoke, N. Y 


FIRE! FIRE!!! FIRE!!! 
GLOBE FIRE EXTINGUISHER CO., 
No. 4 Dey Street, New York. 

Great reduction in price. No.1, $35; No. 2, $40; No.8, 
$45. First-claes Agents wanted. Address as above 
} OLLOWAY'S OINTMENT, unlike the remedies 

that live but for a day, has now been before the 


public for over a quarter ofa century, effecting cures in 
the most hopeless cases of old sores, cancers, and ulcers 


] 1/) PHOTOGRAPHS or BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 


ith 


and is the only LICENSED SHUTTLE MACHINE in | 


d user are liable to pros- | 


Read It! Read It! A Wonderful Book, | 


5 Broadway. : 


$20, 


The Collins Metal and Jewelry Factory has removed 
New Offices, 
exe superior Watches have 


Th 


" use over three years, and give univerval 
eAtisfaction ; and although sold at so moderate a price, 
are not surpassed in appearance and for time by golk 
ones costing $150 and $200. They have been great’ y 
improved, but the price remaine the same, $15. Thoere 
of extra fine finish, $40. Gente’ and Ladies’ sizes. 
Jewelry of the richest styles, in every reepect e jaal to 
the finest gold, at one-tenth the price \ e have but 
ONE OFFICE, NO AGENTS, and are rot reeponeible 
for the bogus and worthless goods sold at cheay jew 
elry establishments. Our Factory is the ONLY PLAC E 


| Watches and Jewel 


C. E, COLLINS & Co., 
No. 335 Broadway, cor. Worth Street, 
Up 


p Stairs). 


General Debility 


Is 


NATURE'S APPEAL FOR HFIP. 


Thousands of persons, withoat any specific ailment 
are the victinus of Janguor and iassitude. The un- 
thinking are api to confound this species of inertion 
with laziness, whereas it ucnally ariees from a want 
of orgat energy, for which the eubjects of ¥ are no 
more respor bie th the near-sighted are for their 
defective visior Such persons, although they may 
be free from pain, are as traly invalids, and as much 

| in need of médical eid, as if they were tormented 

| with the pangs of acute disease. They require a rox 
and aLTegative that will rouse and rernilate their tor- 
pid organizations. Iu cases of this kind, 


HOSTETT Dy Ss 
STOMACH 
BITTERS 


produce an immed) 


ate and most favorable effect. The 
debilitated and desponding valet: arian, who feels 
as if be were bat half ve ~t ” : uy. i 
has no relish either f ‘ eanore 4 

| morphosed, by a brief course of this most potent « 

ble invigorant, into quite a different being. The 
effected by the BITTERS, in and me 
condition, is a surprise to bimee!f and t frienda 
He mopes no longer he active princip of life, which 
seemed to have died out of him, is re-awakened. and 
he feels like a new man Remembering that debillty 


is not only an affliction itself, but an imetfation & 


@aee, BO time should be loet tin rex ruiting the broken 


| down system with this choicest and most potest of all 
| TONIGS AkD 


NERVINEA, 


CURL YOUR HAIR! 


SAMPLE 


A f PROFESSOR ROBE'S MAGNET 
fA CURLIQUE cat FREER. it ca sight hats 
without injury) in soft, lux ant, beau flowing 
CUri4, ON TUE FineT arriicaTion. Address, 4 Stam? 
Peor. B. 1. ROBB, Panwewae, Omo 


Y. Christen Ad vvoete. 





$10 PER DAY GUARANTEED 
Agents to sell the Hows Suerrie Sewiwo Macnine 
It makes the Loox errron 
the under-feed, and \s « yual in « 
ing Machine ever invented. | 
5 years, Send for ciroeular. Ad 
& Co., Boston, Moes., Pitieburgh, P 





FINE VISIT! ; {DS for %% cente ‘ 
100 “postage paid. Sample vent free, “Address 
Franklin Publishing Co., Box 174, P.O., Brooklyn. N.Y 
hm ' {cireea 
$3000 Salary. | U.S PIANO CO. N.Y 





Can be | 


UNPOWDER.—Best quality of SPORTING | 





—_, id, for MH cts. Send for Circulars 
$15 





Address YMOUR, Howranp, New York 
VWYSTER 


A DAY. Samples Free. Address, w 
stamp, RAND & ©O., Biddeford, Me 
Add e ' i 


V.—Sprurr Puorocrarns sent for % cts 


a 


Picture Co., 94 Liberty Street, N.Y. | 


HARPER'S PERIODICALS. 


TERMS FOR 1869, 





Hanren’s Macazinn, One Year $4 00 

Hanren'’s Weeary. One Year 400 

Hanuren’s Bazan, One Year 40 
Hlamren's Macazive, Tauree’s Weecry, and Hauren's 

Bazak, to one address, for one year, $10 00; or any 

two for $7 0 

An Extra Copy of either the Magazine, Weeery, or 
Bazan will be enpp watis for every Club of Free 
Scupscumene af $4 60 cach, in one remilfance; or ‘Zz 
Coptes for $20 W, without extra cop 

The Postage within the Un States je for € 
Macazine 24 cents a year, for the Wreeuniy or Baas 
20 cents a year, payable year sem)-ve ) 
terly, at the office where received. Subserty nef " 
the Dominion of Ca wt be a r ded with 
24 cente additio Vaca e. oF ‘ 
the Weexiy or Bazan, to prepay the United States 
postage. 

In remitting by m 5 Post-Office Ord lhraft 
payable he f Haeren & De Nene pref 
able to Bank . l the Order or Draft 
e mt or sto an be renewed without oes to 
the sender 

In ordering the Macaziwe, the Weexry, or the 
Bazan, the name and add ‘ j rly writ 

»n. When th ' ¢ nged th the 
old and the new one muet be en 
Teams ror Arveutrmimo m Ha PeRionicaLs 

Harper's Macarin Wh we, $750: Half Page, 
$12 ; Quarter Page, $70 —each inee n; or, for a less 
space, $1 50 per Line, en rtior 

Harper's Week Ineide Pages, $1 per Line; 
Outside Page, $2 00 | Line—each insertiar 


Harper's Bazar. © per Line; Cute and Diep'ay, 
$1 2 per Line—each insertion. 


Address HARPER & BROTHERS, New Yore 








ad 


—vo 





~ 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


“LET US HAVE PEACE!” 


ANS : 
RAN SAK 


4 
ys 


WA a 


\ \\ 


—_ 
“&») 


MINISTER b.%. LEY AS THE ANGEL OF PEACE. 


Jouw Bout. 





— aa Trade-Mark Trade-Mark ) 
(ea. nba & Jor for BY 
Electro- Plate _oeAM Arg 


GORHAM MFG. C0,, 


PROVIDENCE, R.1 


Sterling Silver Ware, 


Nickel Silver-Plated Ware, 


Orders received from the Trade only, but these goods 
may be obtained from responsible dealers every where. 


A, 1.— GRATITUDE. 


Mapame Prorrxav, 117 Claremont Ave., Brooklyn, 
couscientiously recommends the Tricopherous as the 
bes st Hair Restcrer she has ever used. She has tried 


6TERI Silver. 


. reat many different preparations for the hair, but | 


ther as a Restorer nor as an elegant Hair Dressing 
bes she found any equal to Barry's Tric opherous. 





The Agontes of Bilious Colle, the inde- 





ecribable pangs of Chronic Indigestion, the debility 
andr ne ntal stupor rest riting fi om a costive habit, may 

tainly avoided by uting the system with 
th \t agreeable and refreshing Standard Preparation, 
Tapnant’s Se.trzee hveme EN 





PROCURABLE AT ALL DRUGGISTS. 


\ MATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS’ 
1h . ourTrrm, with 
BLUNT & CO., 

179 Water St., N. Y. 


Instructions, 
Circulars sent free 


| ANTED—AGENTS— 
875 ww $200 per month, 

—— every where, male and female, 

to Ula e the GENUINE 


IMPROVED COMMON-SENSE 
FAMILY SEWING MACHINE. This Machine will 
atitch, hem, fell, tnck, quilt,, cord, bind, braid, and em- 
rin a most supe rior manner. 
illy warrante#for fiveyears.. We wil! pay $1000 for 
any machine that will sew a stronger, more beantiful, 
or more elastic scam than ours. It makes the “ Elastic 
Lock Stitch.” Every second stitch can be cut, and still 
the cloth can not be pulled apart without tearing it. 
We pay Agents from #75 to $200 per month and ex- 
enses, or a conmmission from which twice that amount 
in be made. Address SECOMB & CO., Prrrssunen, 
Pa., Bostow, Masa, or Sr. Lovis, Mo. 
CAUTION.—Deo not be imposed upon by other par 
ties palming off worthless cast-iron machines, under 
the same name.or otherwise. Ours is the only genu- 







inc and really practical cheap machine mannfactured, 
PouLaKk x & Son, M: vnuf* rs of Genu- 

ine Meerschanm goods, Stores: 519 

Broa on iy, under St. Nicholas Hotel, 


&27 John St middle of block. Send 





for new wholesale or retail —y | 
to Letter-Box 5846. Repairing and 
Boiling aiso done. 





Price only $18. | 





Hacan’s Macyrouta Bata. — This article is 
the True Secret of Beauty. It is what Fashion- 
able Ladies, Actresses, and Opera Singers use to 
produce that cultivated, distingué appearance so 
much admired in the Circles of Fashion. 

It removes all unsightly Blotches, Redness, 
Freckles, Tan, Sunburn and Effects of Spring 
Winds, and gives to the complexion a Bloom- 
ing Purity of transparent delicacy and power. 
No lady who values a fine complexion can do 
without the Magnolia Balm. 75 cents will buy 
it of any of our respectable dealers. 


= a 
Lyon's Katuarron is & Very delightful Hair 


Dressing. 


H. McALLISTER’S COMPOUND HOUSEHOLD 
e MICROSCOPE ‘contains all the essential parts 
of the higher-priced .instruments, with magnifying 
powers of 400, 1600, 2500, 10,000 times the area, afford- 
ing opportunity for investigating the minuti# of ani- 
mal and vegetable life. The Microscope, with 48 in- 
teresting Objects of Natural History, $1000; without 
the Objects, $5 00. Also, First-Class Achromatic Mi- 
croscopes, from $25 00 to $500 00. Illustrated Descrip- 
uy a -List forwarded to any address. 
cALLISTER, Optician, 49 Nassau St., N.Y. 


~ MICROSCOPIC OBJECTS. 


Send stamp for Catalo pe of 10 First-Class 
Specimens, to w. WALMSLEY 
920 Arch "ftvest, Philadelphia. 


2000 A YEAR AND EXPENSES 








**Glad to see you in that Rig, but what a whopping Big Bill!” 


SEASONABLE 
OOKS. 


ge 
Harper & Broruens, 
| New York, 

| have just published : 


L 

IVE ACRES TOO 

MUCH. A Truth- 
ful Elucidation of the 
Attractions of the 
Country, and a Care- 
ful Consideration of 
the Question of Profit 
and Loss as involved 
in Amateur Farming, 
with much Valuable 
Advice and Instruc- 
tion to those about 
purchasing Large or 
Small Places in the 
Rural Districts. By 
Rosegt B. Rooseve.t, 
Author of “ Game 
Fish of North Ameri- 
ca," “Superior Fish- 
ing,” “Game Birds,” 


istic Illustrations. 12- 
mo, Cloth, $1 50. 


IL 

HREE SEASONS 

IN EUROPEAN 
VINEYARDS. Treat- 
ing of Vine- Culture ; 
Vine Disease and its 
Cure; Wine - Making 
and Wines, Red and 
White; Wine - Drink- 
ing as affecting Health 
aud Morals. By Wu- 
LAM J. Frage. 12mo, 
Cloth, $1 50. . 


62 Haerer & Baorn- 
ERs will send cither of 
the above books by, 
mail, postage free, to 
any part of the United 
States, on receipt of 
the price. 


‘WEW PIANOS FOR SALE Low. | ° 
ice Se F P54) . 


af HAINES BR 





At MAINES BROS., 
No. 46 East Fourteenth St., Union Square. 


If you wish 1 to obtain a 


Genuine Waltham Watch, at the 
lowest possible price and without any 


risk whatever, send for our descriptive 
Price List, which explains the differ- 
ent kinds, gives weight and gunlity 
of the Cases, with prices of each 

Silver Hunting Watches, $18. 

Gold Hunting Watches, $70. 
Every Watch warranted by special cer- 
tificate. Single Watches sent by Express 
toany part of the country with the priv- 
ilege to open the package and examine 
the Watch before paying. Send for a 
Price List, and please state in whaj Pa- 


per you saw this notice. Address, in full, | 


HOWARD & CO., Jewelers and Sil- 


|versmiths, No. 619 Broadway, N. ¥. 


to Agents, to introduce the Wilson | 


~ 
Sewing Machine. Stitch alike on both sides. 
Samples on two weeks’ trial. Extra inducements to 
experienced agents. For a ows address 
the WILSON “SEW ING MACHINE CO., Cleveland, 
Ohio; Boston, Mass.; or St. Louis, » Mo. 








COMPETITION EXTRAORDINARY. ‘ 


UY the Celebrated Wilson Shuttle Sew- 

ing Machine. You can have three years 
to pay for it. Send for /liustrated Pamphlet of thir- 
ty-six pages, with full particulars of our new plan of 
placing our Sewing Machines into every household in 
the land. Address C. D. HARPER, Cleveland, Ohio, 
Special Agent of the Wilson Sewing Machine Co. 
Incorporated under the laws of Ohio. 


DRUNKENNESS ____C.C. Bens, M. D., 


Bosto: ass., cures 
the most helpless cases. Send stamp for evidence. 





[Jone | 19, 1089. 


MAGIC DIAMOND, 








A recent discovery that steel, when made to rotate 
upon glass and similar substances, will cut with more 
rapidity and ease, and is 


Cheaper, Better, and More Durable 


than the 
BEST DIAMOND. 
Invaluable to every Family. 


No ‘Toot- Cuest. Complete witHoUT Jt. 
Sent free by mail of receipt of price, $2 each: 


“ 3. Russel]: ‘& Bo., 


Greei River {: Works, 





&c. With Character- | 


| 


83 BEEKMAN Sranfr, New York City. 
M “BESSON & ROBBINS |.0.9i Fulton St., N.Y., 
GEO. C. GOODWIN & CO., Boston, Mass., 


M* for the Celebrated Green Mountain 
Mineral Spring Water. Sold by Druggiste. 


WEBB’S ADDER. 


The Only Practical Adding Machine in the World. 

















zz" little machine has won more popularity than 
other invention of the day. It gives instantane- 
ous aftijtions where numbers are called off, which 
makes it invaluable to the lumber dealer, entry clerk, 
gauger, weigher, or measurer. It carries up the col- 
umns of a ledger account with méchanical accuracy. 
It has passed into very general us¢, and has the en- 
dorsement of all who have seen or employed it. 
“Ne accountant ugpd fear that he will be bit by buy- 
jh"—Hewer Warp Bercurr, “So accurate and 
efaditions that I have had it introduced into the vari- 
eity ments."—A.Oaxry Haut, MayorofNew 
York. “‘Tt’relieves the mind entirely, and reduces 
,Arighmetic to a simple motion of the hand."—S. C. 
“Tuomrsox, President First National Bank, No. 140 
Broadway.* - 
The machine is guaranteed to do every thing claim- 
\"ed'Tor it Price, $6, $3, and $10. To those likely to 
| keep a-machine in constant use, the $8 or $10 ma- 
| chine ‘is rec ended. Sent by mail on receipt of 
price and posiag® (75 cents), or by express, C. O. D., at 
the customer's expense. To remit saves return-money 
charge. Send Money Order, Registered Letter, or 
Draft. For cireulars, &c., enclose stamp. State and 
County Rights for sale. — WEBB ADDING MA- 
CHINE CO. 
E. P. DUTTON & CO., Selling Agents, 
| 793 Broadway, New York. 


MANN’S DOUBLE TROLLING SPOON. 








This Trolling Bait stands unequaled for catching 
| Pike, Pickerel, Bass, &c. It is far superior 
to any single spoon ever inven 

Price Tc. each. H. MANN, Syracuse, N, Y. Y. 


1E -MODEN WELT, % the best Family 
Journal in the world. i500 Tilustrations, 180 
Patterns, 400 Diagrams for Embroide 


bers Monthly, 35 cts. ; Yearly, $3. hye 


ers, or 8. T. AYLOR, 391 Canal St 


150,000,000 | 


Sterling. Unclaimed Money ~ Estates Registry, 
commencing 1600. Fee to search for any name, $2. 
| - 













j 








Gun & Co., 6 Prince of Wales Road, London, England. 








| s* AMMERING cured by Bates’ A wor. 
nphiet, addréss Simpson & Co. "Box bor 50T6, N 





FORT WILLIAM ae tal HOTEL.—LAKE GEORGE. 





by 
.. 
11 ir 

7 fi 

- 

b 


This hotel was purchased 

in Angust last by T. Roessle 

; & Son, for so many years 
—- proprietors of the Delavan 

: House, Albany, N. Y. 

At the close of the season 
they began to rebuild it, 
and make extensive addi- 
tions and alterations. They 
have more than doubled its 
size, now having accommo- 
dations for Eight Hundred 
guests, They have intro- 
duced all modern improve- 
ments — Gas, Bells, Water, 
&c. The hotel has been en- 
tirely refitted and refurnish- 
ed. The hotel opened for 
guests on the Sth day of 
June. Over two hundred 
persons have taken rooms 
for the summer, and every 
thing denotes that this will 
be the most fashionable 
season Lake George has 
known. 








